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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 


Though the task of making this selection from the woik of 
Francis Carey Slater was undertaken by Edmund Bkiiden, two 
of the poems — *The Katroo’ and ‘Dirge for Reticf—have ken 
included at the instance of another 
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BIOGRAPHICAL INTRODUCTION 


F rancis Carey Siater is directly descended, in the fourth 
generation, from the English settlers who were planted 
in 1820 in the eastern area of the old Cape Colony. He was 
bom in 1876 at Urajilo, a farm about three miles from Alice, 
then a frontier village. A year later the Ninth Kafiir War 
broke out, and the Umjilo family moved into Alice for 
safety. In i S80 they trekked to a larger farm, Brakfontein, 
about seventeen miles from Alice, on the beautifiil Keiskama 
River. The district was one of fine landscapes, dominated 
at no great distance by the picturesque Amatola Mountains. 

Slater began work at five on his fiither’s frrm, herding 
sheep ; and a little later was moved to the more strenuous 
occupation of minding ostrich clucks. StiH very young, he 
learned to ride, and was promoted from herding livestock 
to rounding it up. Shortly afinr his ninth birthday he rode 
with his frthcr a distance of eighty-five miles between 
nightfall and 11 a.m. next day, in order to reach the bedside 
of a dying grandmodier. Later in life he took great pleasure 
in polo and in training young hones to be polo ponies. 

The servants on his father’s ferm belonged mainly to a 
Kaffir tribe, whose language, Xhosa, doscly resembles 
Zulu. The child watched diem milking the cows, morning 
and evening, and when he became strong enough, worked 
in the fields with them, ploughing, sowing and reaping. 
In brief intervals between work he played or hunted with 
die little herd-boys, occasionally sharing their meal of 
umvubo (boiled mealies and milk), 'in this pleasant manner 
the language, customs, habits and folklore of the Xhosas 
became familiar to him. The white neighbours of the 
femily were mainly Dutch, and Slater early acquired their 
language also. • 



Between the ages of six and seven his mother taught him 
to read and write, and at eight he devoured Scott’s poems 
and began making verses. But he did not go to vclionl till 
fourteen, when he was sent (as wliitc children besides black 
then were) to the fenious Free Church Missiottary Institution 
of Lovcdale. There he stayed diree years, becoming pro- 
minent both at work and in games; and on leaving took 
a clerical post in Alice, which enabled him to contimic using 
Lovcdale’s cultural facilities, including its fine library. 
Following Scott, Byron had engrossed hitti; then Keats 
and Shelley; then Wordsworth, Coleridge and a mimher 
of other poets. On this side he was self-taught, though 
deriving encouragement and stimulus from the celebrated 
Principal of Lovcdale, Dr. James Stewart. Stewart had 
been away during Slater s time in the school, but later there 
was close intercourse between them, the older man divining 
the youngcr’s possibilities as a poet, while Slater warmly 
admired the great missionary’s lifelong devotion to tlie 
wdfare oftlie Natives. After Stewart’s dcadi Slater married 
one of his daudrters. 

At twenty-tee Slater entered the service of the Standard 
Bank of South Afiica, in which he remained for thirty-one 
years. In the earlier of these he was posted to no less than 
eleven different branches, and so enabled to study his 
country under very varied aspects. But for the last twelve 
years he was manager of the important brandi at Grabaras- 
town— a cathedral and educational city of exceptional 
beauty. There he was in touch with the firming community 
over a wide area; aiad it was personal observadon of its 
suffering under the worst rainless spell oii record dial 
inspired his well 4 movm poem Drought 

As is not surprising in so isolated and sdf-taught a genius, 
Slater's progress in poetry was gradual and late. Between 
1905 and 1919 he published four volumes of verse, which he 
later came to regard as purely appreiadccship-work and 
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had no wish to recall. His first progress above this level 
can be seen in The Karroo and Other Poems (1924) ; and his 
next publication, Drought (1929) was an altogether higher 
flight. Unfortunately, for politico-professional reasons, it 
had to be published under a pseudonym, and years elapsed 
before Slater could reap the credit of its authorslnp. In 
1935 appeared Dark Folk and Other Poems, a poetic embodi- 
ment of his close knowledge of Natives, and in 1938 The 
Tteh, a lyric-epic renderuig of tlic great heroic episode in 
the history of the South African Dutch. These volumes, 
with Drought, constitute Slater’s main literary achievement, 
and contain the bulk of the work by which he would care 
to be reraembered. He has also served the cause of South 
African poetry by two notable audiologies — The Cattenary 
Book of South African Verse (1925) and The New Centenary 
Book of South African Verse (1945). His further publications 
comprise a novel and two collections of stories— pleasant, 
easy-going books, but mainly of local interest. 

Since leaving the service of the Standard Bank, he has 
lived for the most part at Wynberg, an oak-embowered 
suburb of Cape Town. 

R. C. K. ENSOR 

August 1946. 
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DROUGHT 




PRELXIDB 


C OME, let US sing of Drought, 
Drought — ^the hate of the sun; 
Come, let us sing of Hate, 

Which is a drought of the spirit: 

For these blind serfs of death 
Lay waste this Land of Hope, 
Strangling its springs of action. 
Blighting its wistfiu buds. 

Heralding sterile torpor 
And desolation. 

Come, let us sing of Drought, 

And meditate on Hate : 

From these dark stones and sand 
How shall we build bright towers? 
How sing in a desolate waste 
Where the voices of water are dumb — 
No longer making the barren rocks 
Blossom with song? 

It is not fitting to sing 
The nakedness of earm. 

And the poverty of the spirit. 

With foppish embroideries 
And adornments of rhyme. 

With cunningly-fishioned rhydims. 
And colourful epithets: 

Let us then modulate our voices 
To a simple recitative, , 
Monotonous and austere, 

And so chant sadly: 

The stark monotonies of Drought, 

The harsh monotonies of Hate. 
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PART I 


I 

T he sky is a blue, coiled serpent, 

That turns to the earth one blazing eye. 

Stricken by drat eyeball’s torrid glare 
The grass curls up and withers — 

Curls, as a songololo^ curls 
At the touch of a careless foot; 

Dazed, the little veld-flowcrs droop, 

Droop and feint, crumble and die. 

And their sliadows comfort the veld no more ; 
Shrivelled, the leaves fell from the trees, 

And the trees stand dejected and melancholy. 

Like spendthrifts who have scattered their gold, 

Or like gaunt ghosts that brood 
Over the lost substance of life. 

1 Songololo (Xhosa) is a species of millepeile common in .South 
A&ica. 
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B ewitched by the sun’s basilisk eye, 

As it blazes on through brazen days, 

The rivers sing no more : 

Their shining souls arc sucked up, 

They dwindle and vanish: 

No more do they flaunt upon proud bosoms 
Golden brooches of sunset. 

And necklaces strung with stars; 

Desolate are the deserted water-courses, 
Dismal and silent— places of stones, 

Even the reeds and the rushes 
Along their sun-baked banks 
Decay and die. 


B 
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Hi 

D ay on day of crashing sunlight. 

When tile haramer-lilows <»f heat, 
The intolerable dazzle. 

Blaze and blare of tlic sun 
Are like the stubborn braying, 

The arrogant braying, 

The soul-destructive braying 
Of instruments of brass. 

Forgotten, long forgotten 
Arc the shining melodics, 

The violin-melodies 
Of lightly-falling rain; 

Forgotten, long forgotten 
Arc the silvery ecstasies, 

The flute-like ecstasies 
Of softly flowing streams, 

Of dream-entangled streams. 

Shrill cornets screech, 

Brazen saxophones blare, 

Bray, blaze and blare 
Discordant jazz-tunes, 

Soul-rackiiig and hideous, 

An interminable fliguc 
Of blaze, dazzle and glare; 

An intolerable Tc Deuni 
Of souUcss and senseless Drought - 
Implacable Drought. 
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IV 


L anguidly the days loiter; 

Days of persistent sunshine: 

And the sky is blue and speckless, 

Like a vast sliield. 

Untarnished by cobwebs of niist, 

Or rust of cloud: 

Blue, fleckless, imperturbable, 

Pierced only at one point 
Where the sun blazes through. 

Night comes, and die brave tints 
Fade from die sliield; 

Colourless it becomes as still water; 

Pierced now with innumerable peep-holes 
Wherefrom die stars peer. 

Bright-eyed and curious. 

Winking at each other in amused comment 
At a quaint little world 
That is ravaged by floods. 

Or scourged by droughts, 

Starred with palaces. 

And motded with hovels; 

Peopled by strange beings. 

Creatures called men — 

Men, mfinitely little. 

Men, marvellously great — 

Who wander with eyes turned to earth 
Thinking of yesterday. 

Or gaze at the sides, 

Thinking of to-morrow^ 

Ever lodi to grapple with to-day. 
Struggling and sinning 
In the lowly dust, 

Of which they are a part, 

Yet akin to the high stars. 
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D ays pa';s by. sluggishly; 

Days of dcvouriug sunshine, 

Of heat, glare and hopelessness. 

And die sky is blue and monotonmis, 

Like a lake that sleeps, 

Unruffled by restless brcc/cs, 

And unflecked widt foam : 

Then suddenly a tiny cloud ajjpears, 
Hovering lonely in the vast emptiness. 
Like the pigmy pctrictiat of a lube 
Swaying upon an invisible ck>ihes-line. 

Weary, waiting watchcra 
Rub meir sun-dazzled eyes, 

And gaze at the careless drifting cloud. 
Gaze, in sudden fearful hope. 

Gaze, until the cloud vaitishcs, 

As a pebbb tossed into a pool, 

As a wayferer sucked up by distance. 

It disappears: and the tiny rag of hope, 
That fluttered momentarily in their minds. 
Falls, and is <juickly a>vcred 
With the dry dust of desp.Tir. 



VI 

D azzung days follow each other, 

In tedious procession, 

Like a string of hard, glittering beads, 
Until the tense blue of the sky 
Is suddenly checkered 
With millions of httle douds. 

Millions of tiny birds with snowy wings 
But the wings flutter resdessly. 

And the birds disappear, 

Leaving the listless sky 
As bare and blank 
As a deserted nest. 



MI 


W INDS from the frr k.tlah lU, 

Blasts from the furnate-. o£ the sun, 
Boojn suddenly across the veld. 

Blazing hotter as tliey blow : 

Scourged by their dt vastating breath, 

All that Drought has spared 
Of herb and flower 
Shrivels, crumbles and dies. 

Winds from the £ir Kaliha' i 
Whirl over the vast veld : 

Resurrected by their vehement hie.ith. 
horcsts, that have been dead iur dusty .eons. 
Tower to the heavens. 

Stretch forth stupendous houghs. 

Branches banishing the sun’s hiightness, 
Boughs sprouting m luultitudinous blossoms, 
That swirl, sway and quiver. 

Strange, shapeless, ycll 4 >\vr blossoms - 
Flowers of dust. 
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P OWDER is the grass, burnt powder, 

Mingled now with the dust from which it sprung ; 
Dead arc the iihes in the veld-pans ; 

The veld-flowers have vanished. 

Naked is the veld, scorched and naked, 

Charred is its coat, once brave and green; 

Naked to the sun’s lash it quivers — 

A victim defenceless. 

Silent are the streams, sad and silent; 

Drought has sucked their shining souls away; 

The stars have slipped from then fingers. 

The moon has escaped them. 

Dead arc the blossoms and the berries, 

The bright birds have departed, 

Like poor-wliitcs, they have fluttered to the cities, 
And there they starve songless. 

Dead arc the friendly sheep and cattle: 

Bleached bones whiten in the sun ; 

No soft lowing comes from the valleys, 

No front bleat from the hflls. 

Lonely is the veld, stark and lonely, 

On its scarred breast no living thing is seen, 

Save only a hawk that hovers. 

Like doom o’er its shadow. 

Drought — the dark vulture — ^hovers. 

Desolation — ^his shadow — swings below. 

Over the long-drawn anguish 
And despair of the veld. 
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N ight conics : 

Comes with slow charms ofslcep, 
And mirage-hkc sorceries of dream. 

Night conics — 

Comes with alms of oblivion 

For toil-racked bodies and sin-st neken v >uls. 

Night comes — 

Beholder of secret delights, 

Consoler of secret sorross s, 

Bringcr of dreams, binder of wounds, 
Night comes. 

Night conies — 

Night the compassionate mother — 

And wraps a scarf of comforting dai kncs.s 
Over the bruised and scarred nakedness 
Of the stricken veld. 

Night comes : 

And the tortured veld dreams : 

Dreams that a closcly-woven garment, 

A mantle of sweet-smeUing grass, 

Coven its nakedness once more ; 

Dreams that grcen-lcavcd trees 
Ddiglit it again with flickering shade, 

And wliispering tittlc-cittlc; 

Dreams that baby-flowers, 

Bright-eyed baby-flowers, 

Nestle again upon its broad breast, 
Tickling it, in fearelm joy. 



X 


D iml'v gleams the moon over the ravaged veld, 
Dimly, for her lovely face is shadowed 
In filmy veils of dry and fraying cloud; 

And mistS' — emanations of the wrath 
Of torrid day. smoke from liis furnaces — 

Rise from the tortured earth. Boddess clouds. 
And bloodless mists wander disconsolately — 
Illusionary phantoms, deceiving ghosts, 
Unprofitable and futile as regret, 

Which comes when opportunity is gone. 

Even as die melancholy afterglow dmt blooms 
In transitory beauty when the sun 
Has set. 



XI 


C HUEY rocks, brown stones — 

y Swarming upoji abrupt lullrops. 

As vultures cluster around carrion ; 

Beading the crmkicd bodice of the \clJ, 

As ladybirds spangle the iinery of a sun-dower 
Grey rocks, brown stones. 

Soulless, lifeless, imcomely, 

Deaf to the shining iifterances of the dew. 

Deaf to the murky roar of impatient thunder ; 
Blind to the da/zling eye of the snn. 

Blind to the livid lasso <sf the lightning; 

Deaf, blind and uncomely. 

Immutable and imperturbable, 

Grey rocks, brown stones. 

Grey rocks, brown stones: 

Battered by tite harsl Ups (jf Drought 
The shrill, green trumpets of the grass 
lie stifled in the dust; 

Hic golden dream of the dandelion 
Melts and vanishes. 

Even as the flame of a blown cindlc 

Is suddenly snatched 

Into a clime invisible to mtin ; 

The merry, laughing veld-flowers 
Droop and disappear, 

Fade, as the stars Aide 
At the approach of day : 

But you rerrmn. 

Grey rocks, brown stones, 

Immutable and imperturbable: 

Man is a frail and inconsistent creature, 

Cai^ht in the fierce toils of &cc 
He struggles helplessly, 
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Like a gentle dove that flutters 
In the glittering coils of a serpent; 

Often tuniing from the shining pools of love, 

He droops and. withers in arid deserts of lust; 

Lapt in light breezes of laughter, 

Stung by harsh frosts of tears ; 

He wanders aimlessly. 

Until his soul is sucked up by the drought of death 
But you remain. 

Grey rocks, brown stortes. 

The cloven hoof of Drought is on the land; 

The grass is dead, the flowers have vanished. 

But you remain 

‘Imperturbable’, but how could I say, ‘uncomely’ ? 
Grey rocks, brown stones. 

Flowering into pale lilies, 

That dream in great calm pools of moonlight; 
Blossoming into strange wild roses. 

Steeped in die rich wines of sunset; 

Grey rocks, brown stones. 

Earnest and latest of veld-flowers. 

You have your own sad loveliness. 

Your gleams of glory, too. 


1 ^ 9 ] 



XII 

B ehotd this once beautiful velJ, 

Whereof Drought lias cieatcd a desert 
Barren and unlovely , 

Is the um of beauty. 

And contains the ashes 
Of many-coloured floweis. 

Of green and golden grass. 

Of trees with gUttcruig leaves. 

The veld is dead. 

But die trees and Howeis and grass 
Will bloom again : 

Though evanescent they ate clcrinl; 

They will blossom again. 



W L aic the uins of beauty. 

In us are the ashes stored 
Of tree and grass and flower — 

Music, colour and word 

Which bloomed in brains that are dust. 

We arc the transmitters of beauty, 

Wc pass that we may pass on. 

The body may perish, 

The bones crumble. 

But thought will blossom again, 
Thought that admits no boundaries 
Of time or space. 

Thought will blossom again. 



Tav 


D esoiahon comes 

Tf) the country of ihc spirit, 
When tlie sun of lust 
Has sucked up the spnngs of h»vc. 
And sltrivclled ihc grass of virtue ~ 
Sprbigs, that are the fountain of hfc. 
Grass that covers its nakedness. 
Desolatitm conies. 

And the guiding peak fvf ieiuc 

Suffers slow erosion 

And finally crtunhlcs and dis.ippear>, 

Like sand blown into the sea 

By wmds of the desert. 



XV 


D esolation comes 

To the coimtry of the mind. 
When droughts of Hate, 

Torpor or disgust 

Have stifled the fountains of thought. 
And shrivelled the buds of fancy. 
Desolation comes 
And the peaks of imagination 
Are smitten and over-thrown. 

Like giants of mist 
Before die sling of the wind. 
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D EsoiAnoN foJKms 

Drought of the spiiit: 
Desolation comes, 

And j<sy departs: 

Joy the elated, 

Joy the elusive, 

Wliither have you sjsed, 

O, swift-wiuged jo\ ? 

Are you bestiiding 
Curvetting rainbows. 
Mounted aloft 
On zebra-rainbows? 

Or are you poised 
Upon horns of granite, 
Sky-tossing horns 
Of bufialo-inountaim ? 

Or do you dance 
Upon cods crystalline, 

The moiisttous coils 
Of the serpent-ocean? 

Never a gleam 
In life’s dusty desert, 

Never a glimpse 

Of your Wvc bright wings, 

Can I discover. 

Where do you hover? 
‘Whither have you fled, 

O, fleet-winged joy? 



xvn 


A FTER long weary days 
xJL Of crucifyuig Drought, 
Bright ram wm come agam 
To heal the stricken earth. 

As rest to way-worn feet, 

As sleep to tired eyes, 

Soft ram will drop once more 
Upon the blistered earth. 

The veld again wiU bloom 
Witli bud and blade and flower. 
The ravaged earth rejoice 
Forgetful of past woe. 

Freed from the bonds of Drought, 
By shinmg hosts of rain, 

Tlie veld once more will bloom 
Into a paradise : 

But to the waste of hfe. 

Bound by the spirit’s drought. 
Shall freedom come again 
Like fiasliing rain from heaven? 
Shall fountains spring once more 
Out of the choking sand? 

And shall the waste of life 
Put forth a startled flower? 


c 
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PASt II 


xvin 

U PON a solitary farnr, 

Tucked away unobtrusively 
In. a tiny criiikle of the vast veld. 

Dwells the tenant-farmer, Piet Blocm. 
Piet’s home is a three-roomed ci>ttagc, 

A rough habitation of unburnt brick 
Roofed with corrugated iron. 

Piet possesses a small h<*rd 
Of companionable cattle — 

Cows, calves, tollies, ^ heifers and oxen — 
Which he cherishes witli the love of a mot 

Dwelling quietly on his hmely farm 
Piet has caught at whiles sudden gleams, 
Lovely as a crumbHng rainbow, 

Flashes from the elusive wings 
Of the kingfisher, happiness; 

And beside the door of lus dismal cottage, 
He has noticed, absent-mindedly. 

The slow, shy budding 

Of the coy flower, contentment. 

Iron Drought is now upon the land. 

The bird of happiness has flown ; 

The flower of contentment is dead : 

And Piet is despondent. 

Daily he searches the skies, 

The stark, pitiless skies, 

For the flutter of a white-winged hope 
hi their blue, burning expanses; 

Daily he watdhcs and waits in vain ; 

s Tollie=a steer: a South African word deriveti from 
euik (XIiosa)<s= a calf. 
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Daily he sees his work wasted. 

Sees liis shining fields of meales 
Burnt up by the torrid sun ; 

Shrivelled, too, is the grass. 

And the distressed cattle 

Huddle dejectedly around the homestead. 

Sick with hunger. 

Grimly Piet tods from dawn to dark, 
Chopping branches from all trees 
That have the sliglitcst flutter 
Of green leaves upon them; 

Slicuig prickly-pear and aloes 
For his fannshed cattle; 

Carrying water from the bore-hole * 

For those too weak to rise. 

But liis labours arc vain, 

Tlic foodstuffs are exhausted; 

The bore-hole dries up : 

Huddled around the homestead 
The cattle lie — ^too spent to stand: 

They follow Piet with patient eyes. 
Inquiring and suffering eyes. 

Piet — ^the only God drey know — 

Can no longer aid them 

And puzzled they die — despairing they die. 

Feverishly Piet wanders in die veld, 

As restless as unkeimclled winds 
That ravde night-long 
Through coverts of silence. 

Restless and distraught he "roams 
Under the blanched flicc of the moon: 
Now he stumbles up a rugged koppic, 
Wildly sinmising that he sees Ins cattle — 
Ghostly beeves browsing upon stones. 

1 Borc-holc K-artcsijm wdl. 
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Bewildered, ke staggers homewaid. 

And aflti w ear) tijssmg 

Smks suddenly into the st \ of sleep 

Slecpmg he dreams 

Dreams that the long-dch)ing nin 

is sweeping and swnhng osei the veld, 

And thuddmg softly upon the roof 
fie awakes, sits up, and hsteiung 
Hears only the dieiry mght-vvind 
Souglnng dulefiiU) .inunigst 
The stripped, hstlcss trees 

Helpless and hciit-bioken 
Pict nads to his cottage-door 
A message of despair . 

‘God has forsaken m 

Then, with his wife and young thildicn. 

He trudges to the nearest dorp, 

Andjoms the legion 
Of defeated, dispirited poor-whites -- 
Sands of an encroachuig dcseit 
SuUcnly stifling tiic land 

1 Actual instaswcs of such imcapnans upon the door, of deserted 
farmliouscs are recorded 
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XIX 


D ROiiciiT IS upon the land. 

And distress ovtishado'vss 
The dwellings of die Daik People 
Huddled togethci in narrow spaces, 

The DarK People ?ie packed 
Into pigni} habitations, 

Into huts as umumerable, 

And almost is nunotablc, 

As ant-lulls diat mottle 

The wide stretches of the veld 

At the coming of Spring 

The nun toiled fiom diwn to daik. 

Ploughing the It in, long-suffering fields 

And scattciing the golden meahe. 

Then, iftcr the bleichcd yellow-shoots 
Stole furuvely firom the broken sod. 

And bloomed info green, glossy plants — 
Plants semlillatiug with hope — 

Women and maidens hummed and chanted 
As they toiled through long, hot hours, 

I lopefully hocmg the shuung meaho-fields. 


But die longed-for ram came not. 

And the people looked in vain 
To the heavens for a sign. 

Some there weie amongst them 
Who sought their temples 
And prayed for nun ; 

The led-blankctcd heathen did otherwise: 
They kdlcd die fattest ox 
And prepared a feast for the witch-doctor— 
The mvintible Raitif-makcr. 
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But the Ram-niakcr manipulated 
His dry dolosses^ in vain ; 

His medicmcs were inclFcctiu], 

And his incantations useless : 

The sliiminermg fields oi' mealies 
Became dull and bleached 
As leicntlessly they were scorched 
By die sun’s dragon-breath ; 

Slowly dicy shrivelled and crumbled, 

With dry rustlmg whispers — 

Ghostly as the nndnight lamentations 
Of a ragged newspaper 
Caught in a rosebush— 

They crumbled to dust. 

Then the cattle died; and famme drew near. 

The young men and the middle-aged men 
Arose and journeyed northward. 

Away to the Ridgc-of-Wbitc-Wators,** 

There to labour and sweat 
In die dark belly of the earth. 

Shut away from the pleasant sunshine 
And the fiec air of heaven. 

Pity these poor, simple labourers — 

Pastoral people, dwellers in the open, 
Nourished on sunshine — 

Now condemned to burrow like blind moles 
In the inner darkness of the earth. 

Grimly they toil through night-like days, 

Dreaming pf (heir sunlit kraals 

And thdr hungry women and children. 

^ Dolosses (Afrikaans) =-knucfclc bemes of catdc, sheep and other 
animals. These are used by witch-doctors for purposes of divination 
and by chiMren upon farms as playthings. 

* Ridgeaif-White-Waters-^Witwaterstand. 

[30I 



Oiiiy the old men, 

The women and children. 

Now iem.un m the desolate dwcllmgs 
Of the Dark People. 

The women rhc, before the mommg-star, 
And hasten away to diaw water 
At distant w'elh, now daily drying up. 

As diey return dqcctedly, 

With cans of muddy water 
Balanced upon their heads, 

The few starved sheep and goats 
(All that aic left of the livestock) 
Scenting the water 
Totter .ifter the women 
Bleating dismally: 

But that mud-stamed water 
Is more precious than pearls, 

And the thirst-stricken animals 
Cry fur it in vain. 

Tlic brown calabashes — 

The thin-ncckcd, big-bellied calabashes — 
Have long been empty and dry; 

The stone-mouthed cellars 
Under die tattle kraals, 

Strong-rooms and treasuries. 

Wherein reserve mealies are stored, 

Have been sadly and reluctantly raided, 
And wjU soon be empty: 

The last of the water-wells 
Is almost dry: the people will perish. 
Drought is upon the land, 

And there is wailing and distress 
In the dwellings of the Dark People. 



XX 


D kougi^t devastates the laud, 

l>nsught pervades our p<»htics: 

I\>r amongst our politicians is inveterate dearth: 
Dearth of vision the siditary seaiehlight 
That buists m dazzling bloom 
Over untravclled bcas of action^ 

Upon untrodden peaks oftlii^ught: 

Dearth of conimonsense : 

The plain, ohl-fishioned lanrhoni, 

Harbouring a homely tallow-caudle, 

That sheds a warm, soft glow 
In life*s dark corridors. 



XXI 


D earth of common sense : 

The iron hand of Drought 
Is heavy on the land; 

Women weep over their hungry children; 

While our weU-fed statesmen 

Loll drowsily on comfortable benches, 

Like sleepy dassies* sunning themselves 
Amongst the liigh rocks : 

Drowsily and long they loU, 

Then suddenly they start up 
And, with animation and anger, 

With drums and tramplings of hollow oratory. 
With rage, spite and venom. 

They discuss — ^flags !® 

The children cry for bread. 

And our amiable statesmen 
Give them — a flag. 

1 Dassie (Afrikaans) -coney. 

® In 1937, while vast areas of South Afiica were scourged by the 
severest di ought on record, our statesmen were engaged in an acrimon- 
ious debate regarding the pattern of a new flag. 



\xir 


D tARiii of vision 

Not m gold and dumoiiJs.noi inst>.c! uidiron, 
But in soil And witer hci tlu sdvnion 
Of tins Limtntably negiccu d 1 ind. 

Deartli of vision 

Droughts devastate the veld 

And innocent shctp ind c ittle 

Perish like whuling Icives 

In the lavishing blasts of Autumn 

Rams come, and soil - moa pacious 

Than the rapaciously coveted gold 

Richly veinmg the tyclopcan iibs 

Of the Ridge-of-White- Waters- - 

Water — ^moxc desirable 

Than the buried constellations 

That bum in the teeming womb of Namatju ihnd — 

Sod and water, water and sssi! 

Arc swept heedlessly, icIentltssH 
To an insatiable sea. 
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xxni 


■|-^A\ lud ni^ht the nunc-stamps aic thudding, 
I ) Thudding mouotonouslv , 

But tk da) li. ilrtadv quick 
In the datk womb of time, 

Tint, tscipmg, will find them 

ho/en m the itc of silence 

Now while the muit-stamps aie thudding. 

Now IS the time to act 

Golden oic tan saftgu ird and estabhsh 

Oui steadily eioding soil , 

Dnmond-clnms can capture and prison 
Out swiftly escaping watei 
Now IS the time for action 
Our children ciy for bread, 

And receive— a flag- 

When our thildien’s children cry foi land. 

Are Uicy to receive— a skeleton? 
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PVKl III 


XXIV 

T hus having sung of !')rcjtight, 

Wluch IS the hate of the sun 
Come, let us smg of Hate, 

Which IS a drought of the sgmt: 

For this hhnJ. seif of de ith 
Lays waste onr Land of Hope, 

Stranghng its spinigs oi as t ton, 

Blighting its wtstful buds, 

Heralduig stcnle lot pur 
And desolation. 

Hate crucifies this Land, 

Hate more fell than l>ought, 

Malignant hate, implacable hate: 

The hate of die ringh.ils,* 

That swift-dartuig, shaip-hissmg serpent, 
Who blinds his foe witli venunied spittle 
That he may strike at svill 
^ Rmghals-a snake {leionguig to thi‘ cuhra faniiiv. 
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XXV 


L ft us sing sadly of Hate : 

/ Crescendo — 

The hate of the Dutch for the British; 
Diminuendo — 

The hate of the British for the Dutch; 
Crescendo — 

The hate of both for the Dark People; 
Diminuendo — 

The hate of the Dark People for the White. 

The ruthless drought of Hate, 

That devastates our Land, 

Brings disintegration — 

Erosion of the spirit — 

That stunts our vision. 

Shrivels our honour. 

And nukes us mean and poor. 



XXVI 


S OME from other Uuds s.iy : 

That we are dcfrclive wells 
Lacking the khidliness of water 
And the solid foundation of truth : 

That our selfish and intolenmt treatment 
Of the 1 )ark People — our fcllow-couutry’nien — 
Degrades us below the level 
Of the red-blanketed heathen, 

Who shares his scant)’ meal 
With the passing stranger : 

That our politics and administration 
Arc spoiled by corruption, 

Even as sound mealies — carelessly stored— 

Arc riddled and destroyed 
By the avid weevil; 

And that the sluewd, sharp-nosed jackal — 
Favourite hero of our nursery stories — 

Should be to us a national emblem 
Far more fitting tlian tire gay and guileless 
springbok. 



xxvn 


F or we, South AfHcans, are the ofispring 
Of pioneers and voortrekkers : 

Our fathers who reclaimed this land 
Waged daily warfere against savage people 
And wild beasts and reptiles of the veld, 
And in their struggles some were infected 
With the darker characteristics 
Of their cunning and implacable foes. 

Few of us have inherited 
A tittle of our forefathers’ greatness. 

But many of us are endowed 
Lavishly with their littleness. 

How shall we shake off the fetters 
Of our paralysing heathendom? 

When shall we be civilized and free? 



^ \ 


{1 ’iltK \\1SC 


F -'Iv \ 5 S u , 

I5. . ui • vn vu'Uv t', 

l*»r,uU o'sr { itirj^ 1 ’*( 'r ! u‘ 

An { <!u'rli4} ■j.in.wij) , 

inimhl I*' i .'n-rl u -v 
i ns fl v 1 . 

VtV pn*k*i <''tr p '() i t <!• if* nii 
1(* tilt’ 'pirii hic’fhtit 
Wi lie id nun im tin 11 t nui: 

'I he hk-i*n*»!5» {l4nu'i 
Of music, colisur and ss'otd. 
rdtnvitjj' pi'rcnin illy 
From the ashet of tfu* p ist. 

Ix'vive us told or tepid : 

For we aie, ‘The People* ! 
Self-satisfied and seli^om uned, 
We are ‘free and bdependent’ : 
‘Indepeudeiit and free’. 

We are hopelessly feuered 
In die bonds of ignorance, 
Meanness and Hate. 
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L ike our tortured Land, 

/ We have suffered ttibuktion: 
Droughts of hate have devastated us ; 
Erosions of tlie spirit have made us poor 
The waters of love, sweeping over us, 
Have escaped unheeded. 

How long shall we wander aimlessly 
In deserts of drought and despair? 

How long shall we walk blindly 
In a land flooded with sunshine? 

How long shall we insult the vast veld 
With our mean thoughts? 

And shatter its great silences 

With the noise of our petty wrangles? 



XXX 


‘i^oMi ovci inrn Muulomiand Kip m'’ 
V> Kf us look ones inoic ti> iioitKm lands, 
To the littk lands, 

Wheie the hon/oiis uf hum imt\ 

And the ciamfud spaces 
Have widened men’s thoughts, 

As vastness has cramped imis 
Let us look to the little linds, 

Whcjc the glo«>m of fog uid tltmd 
Has generated rntigs, 

Wilde, with us, insistent sunshine 
Has brought forth steiilc foipoz 
Let us look to those little lands. 

Where commerce witii humaiuty 
Has engendered generosity and love, 

Whilst our sohtude and isolaaou 
Have bred meanness .ind hate. 
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PART IV 


XXXI 

S OFTLY and quietly across the waiting mountains, 
Softly and quietly and wlule we slept in sorrow, 
Sure of Its way even m the heart of darkness. 

Came the redeeming ram ; 

Came even as sleep to steamed and weary eyeballs. 
Came even as rest to tod-racked hmbs and tired, 

Came even as love to souls in desolation. 

So came the ram. 

SofHy and quietly across stone-crested mountains. 
Over scarred plains, staik moors and herblcss valleys, 
Fmdmg sure pathways through die woods of darkness, 
Came die redeemmg ram : 

Came m the night and drummed upon the housetops 
Came m the mght and whispered at our windows. 
We who had slept lu soirow woke m gladness. 

Called by the ram. 



xxxir 


1 0NT, have \vc waited, 
j \V.iteliin;4 iml wcaiy, 
Oaztna aloft ar 
Tlie tlowerless iky; 

"Why have you hiii;cred 
Shy and icliatant, 

"Why have you tairital. 
Radiant rain? 

Now from the ocean, 
Swecpinj^and swajing, 
Over the hilltops, 

Dancbig you conic, 

Here may you linger. 

Here may you tarry. 

Bless and caress us 
Bountifiil rain. 
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xxxin 


S UDDENLY the drums of die rain are beating, 
Over die hills her shining banner comes; 
Swiftly the enemy drought is retreating — 
Scared by msistent drums. 

PaitifuUy and long has die veld been battered, 
Smitten and scourged by devils of drought, 
Sweepingly the stubborn foe is shattered, 
llam has put him to rout. 

Suddenly comes rain with his shining legions, 
(WiU love come so, bringing peace to earth?) 
Suddenly long blasted and barren regions 
Wake to the wonder of birth. 





B kk tir rain iioirs r u iitIK 

Conjcs psajuiiKi, 

Bridu i.nn in the 
Is damniif aH dty: 

SkippingU, ttippinpK, 

JJippingiy dniKiug- 
Dancmir and prancing 
Ami glancuig ail day. 

Silver iskiris, silken skirts, 

Hmv they swish ami ssvish. 

How they firciu-frnu 
Over hill and siver plain, 

As trip, trip and skip, skip 
Dancing comes the rain. 

Prancing comes the rain. 
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N ow from the veld’s broad bosom, 
Long seamed with scars, 

Spring countless baby-flowers 
Like twinkling stars ; 

Light, lovmg breezes tickle 
Their tiny ears. 

Their eyes are washed with dew-drops 
Instead of tears ; 

They sway with silent laughter. 

They peep and play, 

Converse in wordless whispers 
The livelong day; 

And when nurse Night comes stealing 
O’er mountains steep. 

They close their tired eyelids 
In blissful sleep. 



XXXVI 


0 \'( t nn«c the knu'ii'hci 
Atlniirts the 

Of his rainb' n\ -rofit'ctu m 
In the {'.ly stuani ; 

The citnv, stioty-ciMted, 

With ncvir a pause 
.Scr.itches up the s.n»,n>iiiialies 
And raspiK caws; 

'The da-r/hnj' sunJnni, 

Wee (lowcr-hke feilusv, 

Sips honey from biussonis 
To make !m s'csicc niciltm ; 
And die wild green canary, 
Witliout stay or stop. 

Drops sinning song-bubble > 
From the oeeiop. 
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xxxvn 


N ow, once more the moon, 
That musician enchanting, 
Balding low her lovely head 
Over a keyboard magnetic, 
Manipulates with shining &gers 
Her harpsichord — ^the river. 

Her faithful audience, the trees, 
Inveterate music lovers 
Crowded into stalls and galleries, 
Listen solemnly, criticaEy, 

Or entrancedly : 

Interrupting, occasionally. 

With sudden bursts 
Of rustling applause. 
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xxx\in 


N ow in dim wi*ntK, tccoiiu’ 
Her tapers iiphts, 

Like vcld-fircs rvsinkhnp nightl) 
f )n distant heights : 

Plunibago’s* dreams aic fliiwers, 
Like wefts <sf mist 
'Lhai quiver on the hilltops 
By sunbeams kist : 

Ami jessamine has stolen 
Strips of night’s sky 
■Wherein white stars still gliminer 
As day goes by : 

Even prickly-pear, the mmister, 
(Beware of him !) 

So hideous and scaly, 

Sharp-clawed and grim, 

Now decks hiinsi‘lf witlt blosstnns, 
(Astounding grace 1) 

Like sudden smiles that brighten 
A sour face. 

^ Native flowering shrubs. 



XXXfX 


O NCr. more the nightmare, Drought, is past 
And like a radiant dream. 

Too sweet to stay, too bright to last. 

Rain comes with wings agleam. 

And the long parched and blistered earth 
Wakes to ecstatic birth. 

As by enchantment, earth again 
Is clothed in garments green ; 

Sleek cattle browse on mead and plain. 

And, peaceful and serene. 

Sheep nibble on the shade-flecked hills, 
Among the frisking rills. 

Now once again long silent streams, 

Carol with all their might, 

Entangling die sun's stray beams, 

Snaring the stars at night, 

And glad and free from every tree 
Wild birds make melody. 

O may love come, like shining rain, 

Our souls to liberate. 

To burst fr>r us die scaring chain, 

The serpent-skin of Hate, 

Then might we, good and great and wise, 
Regain lost Paradise. 



S *‘f Mi \\\0 \ atl “ , 

1 u ' 1 »tr i', f ! I ito/ 
VC'In trr \ f.nin ?i ^ \v\d, 

tW K,ni- ^ ciWK^ 

r* i*kt 1 * * D’l/.rt:'* 
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BPrsr.OOOE 


AMONG tlicsc quiet hills—stcepd in the glamour 
l\ Of cloud-flcckcd suidiglit—is there peace serene? 
Among tliesc quiet hills — far from the clamour, 

The strife and tumult tliat pervade life’s scene, 

The petty tyrannies of mortals mean. 

Docs peace ahiJc here, where the wild bird’s call 
Is answered by the exulting waterfall? 

O, to be steadfast as that peak whose granite 
Head is upheaved to meet all gudicriiig foes, 

Though swift storms strike, though livid lightnings 
span it, 

Though scourged by hail and bound by smothering 
snows, 

Immovable it meets all coming woes, 

Immovable and steadfast and sublime. 

And heedless of the hurrying wings of time. 

But we by futile cares are worn and fretted, 

We bow our heads before the storms of life, 

In fate’s strong springes we are coiled and netted 
And hate provokes us to ignoble strife, 

And all our lives with t<iil and sin are rife. 

In painful dread we draw our quivering breath, 

Life’s sleep is shadowed by the dream of death. 

We fly to nature from life’s senseless riot. 

We crave among the hills to be, alone, 

We seek in nature’s shrine the balm of quiet, 

We bow our hcatls before her wood and stone, 

We petty gods— we who have overthrown 
All obstacles — ^Iiave chained the sleepless s&l, 

And hold die realms of cartli and air in fee, 
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run, 

Thought hvft, .Hul gt' >•♦%' vretii >! a' i!u 

The sua ilcsccmis aiivl trails h:. thnuh t't t'lor., 

'1 he evening sli.uhnvs on tall attil plan; 

The Min tit*sccnds ainl ends »l u-\ hule slot y, 

Rules olf the hlotleti lojiipt otloss nr jMtn, 
Oflyve and hatt\ ofjuy .nul grief and pain. 

Nmv healing darkticjs hmdv htiinmg stats; 
The sun « set; light gone. Init night hath stiis. 

1928 
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DARK tOLK 




I 


L\MIM I OR A lUAI) COW 
[Cliint i't XliO't f.irtik OH the <iwth ot'Wetu, 
onlv Linvj 

niY.lLILA, iiyaMiJ, whomo yttu 
O Bcdiitit'ul was Weiu as a blue shadow, 

Tliat nesfs on the '.':rey r«>cks 
About a sunbaked luiiltJp: 

Her coat was black and slmiy 
Like an isipmgo-bcny; 

Her horns were as sharp as the horns of the new moon 
That tosses aloft the evening star; 

Her round eyes were as clear and soft 
As a mountain-pool, 

Where shadows dive from the high rocks. 

No more will Wctu banish teasing flies 
With her wliistling tail; 

No more will she face yapping curs 
With lowered horns and bewddered eyes; 

No more will her slow shadow 

Comflsrt die sunburnt veld, and her sweet lowing 

Delight the hills in the cvaiing. 

The fountain that filled our calabashes 
Has been drained by a thirsty sun ; 

Ihe black cloud that brought us white rain 
Has vanished — ^thc sky is empty; 

Our kraal is desolate ; 

Our calabashes arc dry : 

And we weep. . 

^ We weep, we weep, our cow is dead I 


B 
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T lil rci! Ik I' - w 5'- i ’ / . <■ t I ! (t ritiim; 

I fc '■trt’rt l!i*s i‘U'o’ ! >’ . 'ijk' j t i * u>t.k- 
!»on ed snotmi m,'; 

Ht* M.itnp^ .md V’ujtv. i' xl u • n "> sl nusruls 
Rcd-Ulin.d nu'.t'. tH iji :’«l m *, 

The rCvl huli-HlHi U il'lu'.I!’ ' U* h* 'lit. HIS, 

ficKtij he mi//K 1 ilu u Hr* -{liJiLid 
Ihe slcepttti; tsiuiUiiiis vs tki', in i tKing, flinie 
and shiver 

Daz/k'd by hi* hU/ni^ cu 
Wake, thou shiiuiig «air, duk hrf'.' n in .Kkn; 
Oai'zle the sun's e)es. luv hetli r. *hnK* I 
Shine in my eyes, as m my sonl tln»u shimst, 
Wake, wake, wake, Tandeka mine ! 

»UJ,c! 
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I>I 

XHOS.^ ROADMENDERS’ CHANT 

H aru arc the stones on this M^way, 
Rough as the hide of a crocodile, 
tlard, but <iur hammers shall break them, 
Rough, but our manhood shall make them 
Smooth as the wings of a wild-dove, 

Sleek as the liide of a heifer. 

Yes, we shall break them anct make them 
Smootli for the wheels of the white-man. 

Soft for the barefooted bkek man. 

Zamatti, zamanil Siyamma!^ 

Rough are the laws of our rulers. 

Harsh as the quills of a porcupine, 

Hard as the stones on the highway — 

Hard, but in patience we labour, 

With pick-axes moving high mountains, 
With hammers crusliing hard boulders: 
Stcad&st and hopefol we straggle, 

Knowing time’s tools shall not filter 
in movbg high mountains of hatred 
Brc.ddn^ bonds more stubborn than boulders. 
Zatmni, zamanil Siyavttma! 

1 Snuggle on I Smi^le on ! We agree ! 
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I till~h llu d t HS\ 1 1 Ik h n lu 1* 

\ Ik t uil, «ul till I nulp md tl»t i si di 

WuH toiiitiirnunt:, vilnl' niilktrs tlunt slowly 

Stjitj's wordUss and stiaui*i 

In the distattrc a m I d-rangny, jitkil 

Stusvs iiHi) the sileiue 

Hk agnmAil uy. 

Ntm* the femdiy harvest is g.ithtrcd, 

The tmlk-paih art* uirud away. 

And sly little herdhoys gleefully 
Tieklc their tteth 

With gleanings of milk from riMped uddat, 
Wisely suucczuig last dtorn 
Of ddighc from spent day. 



V 


DFPARTUiiE 

[Lament of Xhosa hbourers leaving their homes 
to worl at the Mmes] 

H omes, our homes! We leave you that we may 
hve, 

Yet l«-avmg you we die, for we become as trees 
Plucked up by the roots and cast amongst stones 
Where Icxvcs shiivel and roots wither; 

We aie as water raped from a runnmg stieam 
And set aside in a gourd — sparkle and sweetness 
lost, 

It becomes flat, colouriicss, msipid; 

We arc as birds whose nests are desolated by 
heedless boys; 

As babes who suck vainly at the dugs of dead 
mothers. 

— ^Thc dark mines steal our sunhght and our breath 
The ravenous u&es, the stony-tusked aties, 
devour us; 

Teinble madhm® eat us up. 

They aie oiled with our blood and washed in 
our sweat. 

Homes, our homes ! How oft we die from you 
that we may letum. 

How oft we die m vain and there is no returning ! 
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\1 

noMi wAu j> ! 

[Chint of Xlni'a 1. bouMs rviuming m iln ir i'ojnes 
ftoni fUc Mnte.j 

M ottliiU with nnid have v.t 'ifnig^leti and {'anted, 
Groping for gems in the earth’s tin k hclly. 
Searching mr stars in a soi>t-ct*lonrfd sk)-<k*Itl, 

Ticks on a big black ox : 

Stifled and blinded by crtAV-f'cathcicd blatkness, 
Where the sun's eye is pierced and the wind’s wing’s 
broken, 

We liave sweated and groped hnong earth’s granite 
entrails, 

And all our days have been night. 

But die sombre dome of our night was speckled 
By small white stars, like a guinea-fowl’s plumage. 
By twinkling dreams of our homes far distant. 

Where all our nights were as day: 

Now arc we free to Me homeward, homeward ! 
Blankets on shoulder and gold in poudies; 

'Though the way is long and tlie roads are stony 
Our ^t shall be swift and strong. 

Our feet shall not tarry, for our homes are calHng, 

As a cow lows sweetly to her calf at the evening, 

And our hearts are as %ht as the web of a spider 
That idly entangle the sun : 

Soon shall we see our huts on the hillside, 

Wiib calabashes ranged outside in the sunlight, 
Standing in tbe sun for the raw milk to ripen, 

Full gourds our thirst shall be youra I 
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Soon vliiil 'VO soc, in our kraals on the h illsti^p, 

Loved cows chounna quietly the cud at twilight. 
While \\o hsttn to the croon of the boys that are 
milking, 

Aud the purruig of milk in the paii: 

Soon shall v'v see our flaslimg fields of meahes, 

Where u’oinen and girls are dianting and hoeing, 
Swaying hke young trees in a breeze that is lazy, 

'I heir hoes siKct circles in the sun. 

When the red buH-suu seeks Im kraal o’er the hilltops, 
We sh d! gatlier in rings round our warm-winged 
fires, 

And watch the shining dish of the moon on the 
mounums 

As it scatters the milk of the stars; 

We shall drink sour milk and munch sweet mealies ; 
We shall chatter, iiugh, smoke by our wood-fed 
fires. 

Forgetting stony times when our forms were shadows, 
And all our days were as night. 
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I HI \ \ nu ui I s 

O iivht.Um ti)v> >f ini' t V nc H’likiii >• and 
dv me. 

'M’d s |UiMn »<■ pt‘ 4 s 111 dit \Vt->u 
\\ hen I'l stu vvtu Ini kl' d with biul> swiftly 
hdiin w ltd flsui f 

•\iid hid-i!i 'd *w ^ .'ok* fiinn ui dil’s -it .t. 

I h t\ c \ lU li. d \ht 'M 111 iidcn . panentf) pari in^ 
and ts int? 

To 'Cthrr the spoiK of thetr quest. 

In otliic-dscd vesture that ihvnicd with the 
aluts aroutul them, 

And the sunbaked sod at their feet, 
llicy binned through tlic filmy texuues of twihght 
that hotaul them. 

Then, tlwr evtning Ubotir complete, 

With heavy~bunched faggots on heads poised 
proudly night found them 
In swiff but stately retreat. 

’Twixt high kraal and round hut erc-loiig, in 
shadowy spaces. 

Leashed flame that struggles slwli bite 
Tlie fur-padded paws of darkness, wlulc— with 
tlieir dusky faces 

In fiercc-tongued brilliance alight — 

Dark forms sh41 lfH>m like peaks in the sunset, 
until all traces 
Of fire arc lost in night. 
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HI RDBOy’s SONG 

S LN-u'V'^s loli on the swaying meadow-grasses, 
Sim-beams bathe m the pebble-sucking nil, 
Sun-spcns wound the shadows in the woodlands, 
Sun-ujves iipple on valley and hdl: 

C'.omc cattle — wltec-oti-whoo ! Come along my cattle, 
irhu-ov-whon ! Come, to the mountain-side, 

Lingti as you hst in the honey-scented red-grass, 
rioin led dawn to roan evctide. 

h)c(‘p m the dappled woods I’ll chase the dayhght; 
I’ll feast on lumey and juicy roots: 

Happy as a hill-cloud I’ll rake the woodlands, 
Seekmg for berries and wild-wood fruits. 

Come cattle — whee-mt-whoo ! With my dog and 
kerrie, 

Whistling through the woods, I’ll follow birds 
that fly; 

Swiftly through the woods I’ll hunt the nimble 
antelope. 

All the day fill night draws nigh. 

Slow sinks die son over stone-tressed hilltops. 

Tall shadows troop before the furry-footed night; 
Slow sinks die sun, and only the mlltops 
Echt> faintly now its fire-song of light. 

Come catde — wkec-ou-whoo ! Come along my 
cattle, 

Hie to the home-kraal-— milking time has come ! 
Come catde — ivhee-ott-whoo ! Come on cattle. 
Come along, dear ones, come on home 1 
'Zani'nkcmo! ’Zani*nkomo! ’Zani‘nhmo zaml^ 
jgoz 

1 Come catde, come catde [ Come my catde I 
[ 65 ] 



IX 


TiiRri Rin HiinRs 

D soi’ciii iucked t!ic* luid: our tncalic-fidds 
were shrivelled; 

No fnnd was left to give my wite and rhihlien ; 

So, to the siwip I went and s.iw the white-man : 
‘Master,’ I said, ‘I’m going to the gold-mines, 

Sell me three bags of mealies t' sr mv thildieii, 

111 pay when I return.’ Tlieu said the trader, 

‘Security I must have, bring three rattle, 

Leave these with me and take three bags of mealies : 
The pnee is three pounds; if within a tss'elvcmoiith 
You pay me six pounds, you may take your cattle.’ 
Sadly I yielded : drove my three red heil^Ts 
Unto the trader; fetched tiiree bigs of mealies; 

Food for my femily ; then I sought the gold-mines. 

Returning last night from a year of labour, 

That seemed like ten, tins mom I sought the trader: 
‘Master,’ I said, ‘die three pounds for your mealies 
Have calved, behold I bring unto you six pounds, 

In payment full, so hand me back my heifers.’ 

‘No, no,’ said he, ‘I took your beasts in barter, 

Giving you in return three sacks of mealies; 

Keep your six pounds, I’ll keep my three red heifers, 
Or, it you will, buy back, my price is twelve poun^,’ 

‘Master, you said Alas he would not listen, 

He would not budge, he’s swallowed my three heifers ! 
I cannot understand alas ! my hdifen ! 

I am bewildered, oh, my three red heifers ! 
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LANGa’s lament for LILA 

I ovELY was Lila as a young wild-olive 

/ When sun-rings sparkle on its finger-leaves ; 

Her voice was as the voice of rain or of the ring- 
dove 

When in the net of night it gently grieves. 

Her reed-straight form burned like the flaming aloe 
In ochrous red : she sang with brook-sweet tongue 
Down m the vale one eve when, as she sought for 
fire-wood, 

’Nkwakwa — the cobra — met her, liissed and stung. 

The sliining tree is by swift lightning blasted; 

Rain sings no more ; the crooning dove has fled; 

The reed is broken now, the aloe’s torch extinguished ; 
And Lila is a stone — ^Lila is dead. 
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<’ V I* rivi 

{Lai.unt ot'.ul Xln'.i \ 1 n -iit’o-'i'-r n 
al'OTj t'lM iS ' 

A S a wild hi«d caaidit in a slip-knot sn iie— 

. 'fho plutf,'!! tall -haus Ilf i d'in-i oknircd cow, 
Ainuvt HI visible - 

So, tethered in llie toils of feset, do I he 

And hum and shiver while I listen to the bu/zing 

Of flies that flutter vainly 

Against cold, hard, deceiving wiudntv-pancs ; 

Like them would I escape, and escaping liasten 
To iny home chat siiiues in a valley afar, 

My home —brightest tooth in the jaws of distance. 

iic "k ie 

There, now, the cows I love are fi\*ding 
In some quiet sun-washed vale; 

Their lazy shadow-s drink the sunlight 
Rippling <wi die grasses; 

There, uirough the long day, girls and women 
Among the mealies chant and hoe. 

Their swinging hoes are like the glitter 
Of sunshine on water; 

Tiiere, now, shouting, happy herdhoys, 

Wliile they watch the cattle browse, 

Are busy moulding mimic cattle 
From clay moist and yellow. 

* * * 

There, when ^e sun has folcbd his wings that 
dazzle, 

And has smiken to his hidden nest beyond die hills, 
All shall group together gaily, around the crackling 
fires, 
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SI rEPJM(, SHI PUJ HI) 


I INGA, a little brtiwn, shepherd, df>dj;ing (he heat was 
/ sitting 

In the shade of a sun-flooded rock ; 

And, like grey stones in grass, t»n the hills-ide .trouud was 
scattered 

His steadfastly nibbling flock. 

As sweating horses in sand, so rolled the red-eyed sunbeams 
On the veld: in the shade it was cool; 

And Linga sank lightly into sleep’s dream-dappled veaters, 
As a tortoise slips into a pool. 

Barefooted time sped on, listless aitd heedless, while Linga 
Was a stone in die river of sleep; 

When he woke the sun— a .slwt eagle —bled on far 
mountains. 

And die hillside was barren of sheep. 

Pursued by GoUath-sliadows, he fled through louring 
valleys, 

In terror on stonibimg feet; 

He heard hungry jadbls rasping the iron silence, 

But not one conrorting bleat. 

Each bush Linga brushed on the way seemed an angry 
master, 

Watchful and ready to smite; 

Plying, he searched die dark mountains, hut never a glimmer 
Of fleece fed his ravenous sight. 

Onward he struggled, 'sobbing, and came at last to die 
kraal*&nce: 

Within ky his wandering sheep — 

Grey stones, now commingled in one broad, undulant 
boulder, 

Washed by (he waters of sleep. 

[to] 



MANDI 

[Founded on the report of a murder trial at the 
Cucuat Court, ButterworA, Transkeij 

Y ou say Ac king who sits upon the high seat— 
Whose hair gleams white as frost on winter 
grasses, 

Who wears a red shawl on liis royal shoulders — 
Sa)^ I must speak, says I must tell my story. 
Hearken and I shall tell my talc in Xnosa, 

My only tongue— while you interpret truly 
My words unto dhe king upon the high seat. 

My name is Mandi, daughter of Ntuku, 

My years are sixteen— so my mother tells me. 

Some months ago I walked with young Kumbula; 
We fiiin would wed, my lover had no cattle 
To pass on to my frther as loboia,^ 

So he departed to the mines to labour 
That he might cam red money to buy catde, 

So might we wed; I longed for hhn and waited. 

‘Meanwhile I hoed my frther’s fields of mealies. 
One day while hoeing I was stopped by Bombo, ' 
An obese lout with curaiing eyes that squinted, 

And slobbering mouth ; along with him came Mfene, 
His slavish friend, a lean and wrinkled rascal. 
Bombo, with fiit smile, said he wished to wed me, 
As second wife; and when I said that plighted 
I was to young Kiunbula, he Ivaxed very merry. 

I would not go with them and so they bound me, 
And carried me away upon their shoulder, 

Shutting me m a hut at Bombo's home-kraal. 

I Lobola. See Note i. 

[71] ‘ 



Tlwl nijiljt tame Ih' u«>u1 i wiilintc me, 

I scicJiacJ iiiil Imt he stiack me 

With bca'i) St it} -upon the he.u! he itnuk ii>c, 

My stju^fjjflts tt isfd, I tell to earth and funud: 
When I attoke hi toils of lus einl«.ut*->, 

He smothered my ticice <nes .uu! ove}i.inic me. 

‘Nest d.iy I s.it a slioit sp.tse in the sunlight 
t Imsidc the bur ; Inud by thei city .i lun liet. 

Which fiHtively i hid beneath mv Muikei. 
lh.it night again into the hut eaine Bnmbo, 

Smiling and oiHuig me liis sleek young heiter 
And patting with hot hand mv quaking bosom. 

I cried aloud, lie raised las staff to strike me, 

But 1 struck /irrt: he fell upon ted eiohtrs 
And tlierc renuined, his senseless body stou'hmg. 

So i lay down and slept near my dead bttdcgroom, 
My very dead and unlametited brulegrooin. 

I iailcd him and I know my life is iurRdt, 

And I must dangle high upon a de.id tree. 

As a fink's grass-iiest swaying o’er a river. 

I killed him. yes, and glad ! am I killed him, 

He stole my body and he slew my spirit: 

I slew liis body, all to him that mattered. 

His body’s now as rotten as his spirit.’ 

She ceased; and in the court was tingling silence. 
Like the taut hush before some skilful wtird-smkh 
Rivets a crowd with ringii;^ golden fcitors. 
Orations next, paintii^ black, white; blue, yellow; 
And thea the j;y;dge’s crystalliiihig comments, 

All uninmllig^ble to the prisoner. 

Then mmc the jury’s fussy deliberations; 

And finally the judge’s measured sentence: 

‘Mandi, you arc accused of wilful murder. 

The jury’s finding is you arc not guilty. 

[7a] 



You arc discharged.’ The prisoner gulped and 
stuttered: 

‘Wlut? Not to die? Not dangle on a dead tree? 
Grcctmgs and thanks unto the king upon the high 
scat ! 

I am bewildered ! Ask liini, see he rises, 

Smee Bombo’s dead, who now will pay the cattle, 
As compensation to my fether for the damage 
Tlic dead man did to me? lam bewildered ! 

He goes ! He lias not said who’ll pay the catde ! 

I am bewildered. . . . Who wdl pay the catde?’ 



KIV 

Tiih HI umui y’s h n I f 

R iniNti tbi'H ni'tnnng: aniuh;' the wrinkled v.tllevs 
■fiutlip likcivatifi the l>ra/.>n Mount, mis’ feet, 
I happened tin .i heivlhov m Utu i.\i sheep >km, 
B.isktnp; in the Mm’> htst hen. 

Lyiiiy in .i lun'k annHi<t die hehened bonhiei ^ 

He fluted br-ively upon .t pipe uf leeJ; 

Tuneless were Im uumbtns, hut piped with timefui 
fervour- - 

Captured, I reined in, .ind tfwik lieetl. 

‘Boy,’ said I, ‘herdhoy cout bed .imong the buuiders. 
Fluting so fervently upon .1 pipe of reed. 

What is the theme that knulles you i«» inuuc, 

Ilea', where the loiig-hoi ued t attle fectl? 

‘Is it of the peaks- -tliosc herdboys ever heedful 
Watching their kine, the straying sh,uUnv,s, browse 
Is it of the peaks— tbtsse p,uicnt shepherds 
Guarding tlieir flocks, while cUmds that drow-se? 

‘Is it of the rills— those rtfllicking raiders 
flashing through the valleys their shining spc.irs? 

Is it of Day, who scatters seeds of sunsitiuer 
Or Night, alone with her starry tears 5’ 

'Andiyazi'^ was the herdboy* s only answer; 

And onward I travelled at galloping sliced, 

But memory still echoes the herdhoy's music— 
Stretdiin^ for the spheres— wrung from a rccd. 

1906 

r Xhosa**i don’t know it.‘ 
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XV 


‘lALA ’SANA LWAM’ 

T he hoeing of day is done, 

The burning heat of the sun, 
Wood is gathered and water drawn, 
Now we can test 
Till the coming of dawn. 

The coming of dawn. 

Lala, lain ’mtwana warn, 

Lola 'saiia Iwani 

O soothing season of night. 
Bringing a respite sweet 
To aching hands and weary feet. 
From the burden of toil 
And the sting of the heat. 

The sting of the heat. 

Lala, lala ’mtu/am warn, 

Lala 'sam Iwam! 

Calm and lair is the night, 

Tlie moon shhies over the hill, 
Floodiirg with magical light 
Forest and field and rill, 

All is peaceful and still, 

Peaceful and stiU. 

Lala, lala ’miwana warn, 

Lak ’sam Iwam ! 

1902 

^ Sleep, sleep my cWld, sleep my babe ! 
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< I < \1 IT t 

O NCi on a day of sunslii'ic in tht tl'tp-^ioiHcd vale of 
tlic ryuniie, 

River that duvw its nnlL fion* t'le hie at of the blue 
Amatol u 

Rtdinp aiung row titi‘ Ho'j.hich f a, tlosw by the luad- 
iule. 

Laughing and flishing white ucfii a spntilJe of Xhnsa 
berdboyv. 

Cait aside were tlicir ehiuts, thuj title' ed blaiikits of 
sheepskin, 

Naked they si]i!aucd and sht{5id m ilay, moist, pliable, 
yellow, 

Oxen to plough the niaize-faldv, sinevvy, long-homed 
oxen; 

Big-uddered cows to fill the roinni-helUed. red ralab-ishes; 
Sturdy, humpbacked bulls, and hdfins with silken iutmehes. 
Naked tliey sai in the sun, those pigmy gods and creaion, 
Moulding fi'om worthless mud the coveted wealth of the 
Xhoia— • 

Cattle to dapple the plains and loom hkc rocks ou the 
hillside. 

Cattle whose sweet soft lowing gladdens tlie hills m the 
evening: 

Laughing mey sat in the sun, diose gay bronze-coloured 
herfboys, 

Shaping in dull, dead eardi their dreams of riches and 
beautv. 

Haply, wnilc moulifing the mimic, their real kine liad 
escaped them, 

Haply, unheeded, thdr Uerife had strayed into fields of 
mealies; 

1761 



They would icpent at night when an irate father would 
gleet them, 

Stmi^ing then sin inking lumps with strokes of his well- 
known \wii;i.‘ 

’SwMZi th It bices like a bug .uid stmgs hkc an angry hornet 

Laughing they sit m the sun, those hght-hearted, heedless 

herdboys, 

Mouldmg in dull blown c.irth their dieams of beckoning 
beauty. 
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'i m 1 N f s < j \ ( 

[ Vio Av nil u, 1) f '■< 1 n I ' ^ t *’i r b i . 

.. s 1 > , 

T it! sun's il ul ihiv hf s ih' ni tnf -fields, 
Iliat-tlidf Hi« ktt . and srin*'.. 

Solicit ss lu the bniM lies 

Buds ilitiop hsticis 

The sun laslus dii nitii't fulds, 

O fnr a c<iobn^ but /e ! 

Birds aie still in thi braiwlits. 

Cattle trtntd undei the rms 

Up at the kraal on the hillside 
Your Either drowsily lu s, 

Qu-ifFitig from bcer-uil iha-ihi s, 

Cursing pesteimg flies : 

Yes» father sletps, ivliih niotlu i, 

Uni’i the red sun’s bli/e, 

Toils from dawn to darkness 
Hoeing dbe silvery inai/e. 

Then, lala,^ kla^ my little son, 

You’ll soon be a man of might. 

And marry a strapping damstd 
To build the fire at night, 

Brew beer, bear sons, bne mealies— 

But if she’s a lazy slircw. 

Just give her some cuts widi your kerric 
And then she’ll do- -doo— doo ! 

1902 

* Sleep. 
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‘kAYA LAm’1 

|Phint of p utoril Xhosi work-iteLcr m large aty] 

H I ui , footsoi e, I walk hard pavements, 
And I sure at stony houses 
And shop-wmdows— stieet-mirages 
To those who ha\c no gold; 

Bur I’m thinking of ray kaya. 

On the slopes of Amatola, 

Like a stai it stems to ghsten 
T hrough the distaure ’twixt us rolled. 

Kaya lain f Kaya lam / 

Here, tiam-clephants pass shriekmg, 
Motor-hippos, vebtc-cyed, snortiug. 

Roar and rumble round the comers. 

Like savage beasts of prey; 

Bur I hear the wild-bird’s wliisde, 

And the wind m Ntsundu forest. 

And the banter of sweet Tyumie 
As she stumbles on her way. 

Kaya lam ! Kaya laml 

Here is noise and blare and busde, 

I alone am dull and idle, 

I am weary, hungry, thirsty, 

Scckmg work and rmding none; 

And I’m longing for my kaya, 

With Its tlirce-lcgged pots of mealies. 

And cow’s milk in calabashes 
Riperang in the son. 

Kaya km I Kaya laml 

^ My home. 
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X arts A sire.sa:h 

Att thintr* 1«‘ hushed .tnd quiet, 
xX Couelied in tlie kraal iif sleep, 

Save the witids, that hire otflc astray, 
Throiijrh the finest nstiessly sweep: 

,Save the nuusn, that antelupe ss'hite. 

That ‘teals (hron'fii lije donds tin hedi - 
That wanders with silent ftsut >teps 
Througli the blossotning wunJs uf tht sky. 
And like those winds I am restless, 

And ever on towartl thee 
My thoughts, with noiseless fiiotsteps, 
Wander. O Zenani ! 
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XX 

MAN?:l 

L \II I ^ Viaivi herded kinc, 

' Ne.>r the Amatola Hills, 

Sl.ikcd his thir-.t on crystal wine 
ihihhhn^^ from the mouittain rills; 
Sometimes he, with eager lip. 

From stilT udders stole a sip, 

('>r, wit It guilty glance and laugh, 
Snatched a ride upon a calf. 

Maii/i - who is huntei keen 
As ever stalked the inountaiii slope — 
With his gteyhound swift and lean 
( diased rile nimble antelope, 

I lurleil his kerrie with true aim 
At all birds that near him came; 

If a sly snake raised its head, 

Man/i smote, and it was dead ! 

When the day approaclted its noon, 

'lo the vt'oods he would retire; 

'I’here he kindled, bright tmd soon, 

A jolly little hunter’s &c, 

R< lasted near the ruddy blaze 
Stripped and shining cobs of maize, 

Or some bird of plumage bright 
Which he crunched with quick delight. 

Through the woods he then would stalk, 
Furtive as a nibbling mouse, 

Keen-eyed as a hovering hawk. 

Still as lory 'nioiigst the boughs, 

Lmiing twigs or setting snares 
For unwary doves and hares, 

Riding the rich treasuries 
Of die thri% honey-bees, 
rsij 



Thus, ununDtrtl <tnd nuL-iiU-d, 

Man?! walked the wood ami Inks 
CiTilcss, r ikcd, unash mud, 
joyous as the racin>' nlK - 
Livaihh limh» m rytmuc's Mis.on, 
Dried them in the sunny beam. 

Rtdled uyoii the yra"- in pi ly 
I lappy .IS the uew-honi d ly. 

"When the sun sertaek stepped 
To Ins kraal in the tai west, 

And the siiakc-like sh-idosss irept 
Stealthily from hislden nest, 

Man/i drove his cattle home. 

For the milking time was csnne, 
Whistling as he went along. 

Or chanting some slow, wordless song. 

Milking o’er, in his kaross,’ 

Manzi, sitting near the hla/e 
Of wood-led fircj., drank ainoss,® 

And masticated golden maize, 

Filled his greedy little turn, 

Tight as any battle drum—* 

And when stars began to jiccp 
Manzi’s stars were quenched in steep. 

1 Rug made of skins. 

* Amoss or Awdse— thick milk usually kept in calabashes. 
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XXI 


WILD WOMAN 

D rrp in the dim woods I wander like a wild thing, 

W here the sharp leaves quiver, where the waters sing ; 
Where the glad birds carol, where the serpents creep. 
Daily there I wander, nightly there I sleep. 

Sometimes, monkey-like, among the boughs I bound; 
Sometimes, a tortoise, I crawl upon the ground; 
Sometimes, an antelope, I couch among the fem; 
Sometimes, a hzard, upon the rocks I bum. 

Scorched by the sun and witlicred by the wind, 

I wander among wild things, for wild things are kind; 
Drenched by the dew and smitten by the rain, 

I wander in the wild woods and feel no pain. 

Sometimes, suddenly, come glimmers of the days 
When I was human and walked in human ways. 

Broken echoes and splinters of old dreams, 

Trouble my slumbers when the ghost-moon gleams. 
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7 H I H ? I u II ^ 

[Muijf M'* !u^v-h*tiu r If nri 

his }u>»'u “j du i r ^ \ iMi t J ^1 

A I n R loiij.' fiavi-l liam and b'j'- s h! irhhi i — 

JlX Mj homf%\.bn'nt( urn, i:ic{'ti.'ii;hi\vi’, 

I Ivuiicd iny WL u)' IviJ^ in tli. lu’ i, 

Diitd in the Min and Miicired un fniih mt’i 
Then with ^reai joy I d'limeii tin wnolkn hi iiiLct, 
CJlad &■> escape the t\ ranuy oftnuisci ^ : 

Long pipe lu hand, I snutrhl niv f.isountt Inllotk 
Crownicd with a nest oFliiln'ii-covered h<Hildcis. 
Boulders ail tlippled like the downy li.miu'hvs 
Of a roan heifer mtsiy in the sunlight. 

Two years iVe worked bcne.iih the hroail-hacked 
Mountain 

That weari a wlute aibe on its legal shouldeis, 

And nuny years, at intcrv.ils ht'fiirc that 
I’ve toiled upon die crowded quays and jetties. 
Among the swinging cranes that shriek and rattle 
Wliilc dropping bates, boxes and such strange fotlder 
Into the monstrous bellies of the steamers, 

Which when at last full-fird turn round and clumung 

The patient waters, set their fux's seaward 

And soon are lost in the a'a’s vast blue ploughland. 

When not at work among the humming harbours, 
I've paced the roaring streets where strident motors 
Belch noisome smoke: I have seen many marvels. 
Such as die huge macliinc-bird of the White-man, 
That soars and sings among the cloudy jungles 
Out-roaring any lion of die forest . , . 
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-’IIh the ta, and he is like it. 

Ills 'l.m V. hL riic f 'U>i upon its surges, 

111 Itii ^ ■'’’'-in lud le-ickss a-i Its biUo'ws, 

Kiiain li 'Airb rude no'se- lie knuws not land-iocked 

CJUi' 

W e, d li 1- 1' dk i tbe 1 nid, and e arc hke it : 

Oai dtnMn eiuh’ * luarnt bussvn earth, or shadows 
b. t *n I t'l.s faoK of mountain-water; 

We ]o4 >■ ii > b uh like I onus m the sunhght, 

To sv[u.tt .1' *i’ a lio ’mon(,sr tlic mottled boulders, 
lo io.im ill i sli idos.s thiougli the wrinkled valleys, 
/\ikI sink tin niiU. of silence fiom the mountains. 

Omt iiiort. I >it, the quH’t hills around me 
S’.sclkd htn and tt lulled there— like a vast blanket 
Piitful-oui or sufkt d-in by the wmd at pleasure: 

liic mai/i -fields glittei m the sUuting sunlight, 

'I he io%Mi}<4 ^f>vss plod kiaalward with foil udders, 
'ihcic. <io^> -pained takes, that know each raoAer’s 

IIUISK , 

(ueer ilwii rstmii with eager hungry bellows; 

And houtiiig buds, daik specks against the skyline, 
Canv tboae pickings to their g.ipiiig fledgelings; 
'llic eaede-sun folds up his ssiiigs of fire 
Ami siiik-. liejohd the lulls: while, like swift wavelets 
'! liar fe ttliei a slug’s sides, the evening breezes 
Tap loiind 111) wsf of rocks -I must away. 



x\m 


Mins \ I n I \h'i 

T m i ttf'c he s'lil sn tlv' kt nl; 

I he hirJ'. iic .»»!.* •p in tin* tree.: 

1 Ii.‘ Mill <Mne thin;, in tike ^ I, 
tn ills kr.i ti beiniul inimut.un-ltas, 
S>uni‘iinth\l bv nif>uut.;n -bits 
Tiien s!c<‘{>, sl*'‘p. <li w‘p. 

rhe rod rnuml m<iun ns(S iittw, 
Calabash ot''qtaHd-ni.iui.i 
Fmin whith m the b<ns! of the sky 
She pours the sviiiu* mtlk of ilie stir», 
The glimiuerini,? ntilk i»f the s»ars • 
Then sleep, sleep, sleep. 

Sis sleep tlirniigh the inuj? luj'iif, siwp, 
Till die sun springs up from his ki lal, 
And drains from the bowl <if the sky 
The cool white milk tsf the stais 
The glunmering milk of the st.irs « 

So sleep, sleep, sleejt. 



XXIV 


IIIDUI.N PATHS 

Y OU liiJilcn paths that melt into the hungry veld, 
What lichcn-mcmones to you are clinging ! 

Of vvaruots swart who sped hot-foot to battle red, 
Hurling rhi- assegai, the war-song singing: 

Oflovirs who would croon, under the calling moon, 
slow songs as to the tryst their steps were Seeting, 

Their tlioiights with fleeter feet, flew on in joy to greet 
The mauls s’.lm w.tiung stood with wild hearts beating: 

Of hunters wdio at dawn startled the sleeping &wn 
When stalking rhrougix die wtiods dxeir terries flinging; 
Of herdhoys who all day among the vales would play, 
Aixd h.isteu luniic at eve, the cattle bringing: 

These, these and many more, dim memories of yore, 
Around you seem to cling, cold footpaths hidden; 

The grass of flying days is growing o’er your ways, 
Oblivion swiftly comes— a guest unbidden ! 

And these my paths of song, that I have travelled long, 
These tiny trails that stray tlxrough silent places : 

Will they, loo. fade and melt into time’s tameless veld? 
Will they, loo, pass away, and leave — ^no traces? 

1906 
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W iLDtKNrss, Sterile aud parched, &r-stretching away to 
the skyline. 

Desolate, stone-freckled waste, gaunt and indement 
Karroo : 

Region bereft of the laughter of grass and its joy-giving 
greenness, 

Barren of still woods dreaming Narcissus-like over their 
shade : 

Alien to you is the music tliat gladdened Eve in her Eden — 
Harping of minstrel-rivers, fluting of %ht-footed rills : 
Rivers have you of grey sand : they curl like sun-basking 
serpents — 

Twisting through cactus and scrub, wearily seeking the 
sea: 

Famished, tbrloru and songless, they carry no gifts to the 

OCC.UI, 

Carry no tribute of silver flashing from mountains afar: 
Only in dream comes, whispering, joy — ^long lost and 
forgotten — 

Rapture of shining kisses, radiant fingers that thrill, 

Only in dream they inlierit the elfin enchantment of water 
That borrows the witch-moon’s magic, snaring inquisitive 
stars. 



‘TyrHAi Went \e »rtit for to s i 1 luJ fiu 1 1 ' ■> .th milk 

Vv and himt\ 

Flashinj; with fit tv tf'. II d foil! <• .» ' i' u out 
foi to see’’ 

League upon IwVs. Imm o* i .1- hud and 
stunted, 

Broken hy snmt-uowi'tiHt pf'K -.It » i iiiounults, 
sea: 

League upon league nfhimM! euth, 10 iiiot \ i,t as 

the oteau, 

Guarded by stom-tiowmd ko} |J!t^ v mituK sivspkss 
and grim. 

Here, when at noontide the nui ih 011-1”) t'u pLan in bn 
anger. 

Heat-rays flicker aloft, like t b ill fi oin 1 w innow mu- floor ; 

Glittciaig hcat-vtaves leip, like spiay (hit u tosM-ii In the 
surges, 

Leaping they sluvcr and sparkle >-114 nils flotHlinp the 
plains : 

Tortured, the wilderness ssvooiis to the Insihsk tse of tlu 
sun-god — 

Quivering, bteatliless and b.ue, sainted of all tolotir nid 
shade. 



E arth-ocean, bAnen and boundless, ebbing away to die 
skyluic, 

Brooding stonc-crcstcd koppies, billows of scrub and of 
sand, 

Wlut can you yield of dcbght to those who seek and who 
harken — 

Seek for elusive Beauty, crave foi the spell of her voice? 
Patient and lonely and sad, in silent places they wander 
Seeking the staiiy vision tliat beckons, smiles, and is gone. 
Unto such seekers, O plains, you melt into seas opalescent. 
Jewelled with gliniinciing isles chafed by no petulant 
surge, 

Over your slmnnicnng seas and beyond your sapphire 
islands, 

Skies tiaii a turquoise robe hemmed with luminous pearl ! 
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\\ ihi \\\ % "I • t it t ' ‘. ) tit.wk'i 

Its niv'ulnt , 

FuUtl h«‘tn ntm »n s hk? i’* ’ i '!> ' ilte * "^h tlit 
\\\ 11 : 

Uut I atiun t»t IDS tin UK, 1 1 • i *»' .• ,vi i r i of 

my nptufc 

}.um*, sweet ssifii, t'O l»u It ’ lu 5 '1*1 p»i>nn*e» 

hyht; 

J Iwsllcss o{ her. ot.tt niun f ' < tin m t th it tt *ht ilKI 
me, 

Wakcited mv i‘.irhn mimK rs, <.|'in kein d iiu jniKe suilt 
dtlight, 

Tuni t<) the mntnmiess hillows .«s\ t\ i** the "imset, 

Studded with shmtMrtsUvl jsh. wHul-fnttitl, stin- 
bitten, bate- 

That !>ea whtcfi kimws n< »t the mtisn , the i j|Huie aiiil tin me 
of the surgt^, 

Knows not the elvish <lmne of foitahtlls on iksiiiite 
shores. 
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A r tlic ivticat rif the sun, brown koppies— touched by 
A. cvt’s mn;ic - 

Melt into \uUt isks floating m rose-coloured seas; 
Swiftlv the rusc-fiushed «cas ,'rc lost m an amethyst ocean, 
Swifih till islc«s dissolve to shadows of mdigo-blue; 
Pcail-'uev , then, uiov the plains, and aslicn and sombre 
thekopptc* 

Ikes of dill ness abghtnig, swarm on the sun-weaned 

Bice/<rwiken uid stii, biighl star-flowers bloom m the 

sks-flelih eel. 

bJiglit tixiiuivT down Aitli a sigh roams through the 

hmuless phm. 



VI 


A itlr lonii; • ai-i H .m, t'n- {'Iumxc 

L inagicLin. 

Sowing the 'A'cJ of ciithai/nunt over fjv' 
waste : 

Swiftly he scatters Ins 'ee<i tl e ghnefjiv' enJ-i oft tn iiant- 
inent-- 

Scatters ins sei\l and departs *<svr tit ftt-av; .v hdl.: 

Froui tiu' shy-hai vested SI edln-'itr*. 0.51 In ihosstl-. niaekuin 

Sjning— from the s;!vs.ry ‘^ted> iahuloiii Ih-v.^j^ of 
gfd'd: 

Waking, the wildt'nuNs breaks into guklen smiles .it his 
magic : 

Streamlets that cluck in the gullies welcome the fugiuve, 
Spring! 


l9<5 3 



vn 

I N the far tli'.-s thir are gone there dwelt in the depths of 
the d(^trc, 

ScafUTcd and wiiukiing pygmies hideous, filthy and 
sqa-t: 

Fitting kinJicdutlNhiiuel— their hands against all men were 
lifted - - 

[] inng.iU th It v.Mi litinian vrith blind and inveterate hate. 
Hunter'., titey t..*rned the bow and arrows with venom 
.uiiimud, 

Stalheis t'f gr.i/ni'j; springbok, snake-like they crept 
throuirh the scrub; 

‘'r«van|?,\ went the tiny bowstiing, unerringly sped the 
small airosv, 

1‘iitking Vviih poisonous barb the sleekest buck of the 
herd: 

Over tlie desert the .prmgbok sped, then, numb with the 
venom, 

Tottered to earth in anguish, sank, and arose not again: 
Avhl as jackal the Bushman followed to drink of the 
finifitain ~ 

Prink of the spring that trickled red from his agonized 
prey : 

Ladf'n with flesh he returned to liis secret cave in the koppies, 
Hume, wht'ie his hungering offspring whimpered and 
walled in the gh»on», 

* lUislittKfu: see Note 3. 
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T \y,ti'. .'•> I fk"" ! tit jl ‘A, I, t* C'A jns'iiiH's, and 

( i; t.'i'K' -.'I,'. ' 

I ’ s > i”.n *! t V'ii' “(f.d*'*' .tr.v; uf !!', Mtu, 
i! <i>> uli.'ti ‘•Wlu’nng 

knip’ n; 

r-'f '( '.i 'A. ’ll 1 '■'I'l ' "d ‘''ir ), tlvv c!.i’A’lctl tlmnijh 

»li* r ! p't'v 

tuib;’.' I'.j .11 ukii }<■!<.* lnL tu'vno-, 
tm 

I muK'd they <*ii r.itk .iiul on lunildci signs of iltcir 

art: 

Jinirish wen' they atui uncL'.in, yet siirrcd by snnie 
glimmer of Ih*. tiny 

Tiujstcsl to capture in col.xtr tlu* life of a \ .uu»hing dream, 
f Just .ire those, fnpiiivi pygmies, blown by the ssitids vif the 
derf'rt, 

Cruslutl .nid hci'dlessly triuklen ’iieith heels of hurrj’ing 
cltiiigs* : 

lluniers .md Inters of men, their intred i}.ts crumbled to 
aslK^ : 

id-imd ( tf men tiiwl lumred, Iwtted pursues them no more 1 
Clumsy we,ipons of stone, rough bows and a handful of 
arrows— 

Rclkt of htmger and )wtc--o«ly remain of their livt's: 
Looming fr%nn cavern and krans arc inscribed in colours 
tb.it fide not, 

Hints fttan the heart of their secret —symbols and signs 
of their dreams. 
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IX 


O NCE, as I wandered by night on the firinge of the moon- 
lit desert. 

Lapped in a vision I saw pictures of days that are dead: 
Groups of horsemen rode by me — with rifles slung at the 
shoulder — 

Bronzed and bearded and stem, silent and watchful they 
rode. 

Following dose after these came, drawn by slow-footed 
oxen, 

Wagon on resolute wagon — white-sailed ships of the 
veld. 

Maidens with smiUng faces, framed in the sun-bonnet 
homely, 

Peeped from the rocking wagons that rambled stead- 
fistly on. 

Almost I heard the rattle of chains and the creak of the 
jukskei,^ 

Almost the cracking of whips as the wagons lumbered 
along : 

On, and aidicssly on, invindbly journeyed the trekkers, 
Onward over the desert, melting away like a doud. 

* Small wooden shafts into yokes. 
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S i ( ' 1 0 111' ’ ’ t 

1 vJ Ul ’ ' t > ’ < ' In 

•t 'lil 5 X 

h) A 't at’ i« ii 

f ? fM I f ^ 


•1 ■ "I i call, 
1 *l ’<1 ?ll lU- 

» t *1 1’Ut. Itl tlu 


{ ui ' il * i ' ''t fi'i >M * t t * \ t,*t t « ^ nKl 
N <• }» l' c'k t iMh 1 ' t 1 V ' c 'i ! U '-J 'll tn tH 

tnl 5 .U , 

{ Iitlili n vpaas wills w»iivr<u> luml 'ni}tinKi,d fnn'i ifir 
Bt<kom*tI thesis on th'uii'h tin di'its tml kut dirk 
loouiifiUi lanipirts 

Swrk pevks ti mu'il uf the f >r,>yi »u hfiuiithiy rlu iksolitc 
w.ute: 


C'nwdrti through roik-iinged viHcjs huiiu ♦!}' the eagle 
and conev, 

Flam uniroddra h) man, to tumult virgiinl still: 

Onward tltrough bush-tangled klouft, gre\ gorges tnd 
bellowmg torrents: 

On, to the grass-gUdcicued plains and sinning hills of 
their dreams : 

Onward to broad green pastures, dappled with glimmering 
woodlands 

Loud with the Ilk of water— regions of honey and milk. 

Even as bees guard die hive, dns radunt soil was encom- 
passed— 

Guarded by savages bale&l, armed with implacable 
spears: 

But those who, Bkc Israel of old, suficred hunger and diirst 
in the desert. 

Treading the path of peril, were calm and invincible yet: 
[too] 



Fearless they fronted the shock, the shattering onset of 
spearmen 

Avid as ocean s surges to whelm them under its tide. 

Till, aftei battle and toil, when the ruthless savage was 
conqueied, 

Peace, hke a flower of Eden, bloomed yet again m the 
land 



M 

Y i s. you ail* ] luled in s ntc:, in ky* iid, {■'ktnic .ai 1 suny. 
IrckkiTs who'e tnnttd v.jjiins tniK’d thmuj;!! the 
dcscit of vote. 

Liutlcd in sonj; are your deeds, but wint of the >{urdy 
Setileri, 

SiHils, forfotien and luutly, luile", vJ'o • lined btluiul? 
Resdlute pioiKVK, thev sMine senh the obsmute de^eu, 
fahouied and soimocd .>i<d nilffted tiiioutth we.uy 
profitless yt ; 

Oft was theii tml frustrated by lociisu* aeml kyion^. 

Oft was tlieir labour made vtnd by sln>H 5 .fht and lihpht and 
disease : 

Yet, unfiiling in spirit, tliey enuquered the wild with their 
ploughshares, 

Making the wilderness fruiiful, wimiing their bread fu>m 
the waste. 

Far from the land of their fidicrs, rhey waged iheir kmc- 
ficeut warftre. 

Drinking new cour.ige .ind strength fresh from the soul 
of the veld: 

Thrilled by the spell of its silenec, .isved b)' the might of its 
vastiiess, 

Cleansed in its dawns .ind sunsets, calm to the scourge of 
its sun, 

Friendless and lone, tlicy found peace hi die southern sky’s 
benediction, 

Found, in the sunlit vdd, smictuary and home. 
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S EirtEKS and pioneers, they wrought — re claiming the 
desert. 

Making its barrenness bloom: winning their bread 
from the waste. 

Oft after long days of toil as they sat on their stoeps in the 

twilight. 

Listless, weary and spent, fiHcd with misgiving and 
gloom. 

Mournful, horn darkening fields they heard die lone cry of 
the plover. 

Heard the importunate roar of lions prowhng for prey; 
And as diey suendy mused in the sombre tints of the 
twilight, 

Grcyncss crept mto their souls, sad as the landscape 
around: 

Dreams and hopes and desires, lit once widi the dew of 
life’s morning, 

Shrivelled and fided and died, leaving no glimmer 
behind, 

Then, as the darkness fell, the moon arose pallid and ghost- 
like, 

Silcndy flooding the plains with waves of silver and 
pearl: 

Like a bright bird she emerged feom the flowerless forest of 
darkness, 

Scaling with motionless wings die steep blue cliff' of the 
sky: 

And at her coming the weary, aitranced by the spdl of her 
beauty, 

Dreamed of a northern isle kissed and caressed by the sea : 
Dreamed of green billowy lanes white-flecked with the 
foam of the hawthorn, 

Meadows dappled with daisies rapt with the song of the 
lark. 
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G oNi arc tlu'H* rt 'u-'A!’ *L m » ".li j'lsvul 

tlirvuijuli the Jt -.etc : 

Vamsluct the t'l.intvi 'aHu ti kv . .tl *" ’ “i ‘j'ihL 

GiMic, .iml dit ^ >t) n I 5ti< / .'m ;’i •' ‘>ltin,.'nd 

morninj!;: 

CliUiihernii n'oieihe ki«; |*!,> v,. i , '* u .n'l. vei: 
Vanished, they ylunyh n i uvn \ f'-ts < i*s m t uhi y tin 
the h.<rs'cu : 

Linger m» jiune on the ii-j' v luk i n-huti M > ‘ni n. itte 
skies : 

Never Est diey to the bleat of flo* ks th u nibble ami a tnJer: 
Saunter no more in the ktaal tvlnk nnik ti diti' soft in 
the pail: 

Never widi prayerful eyes will they nMnh ''Hough the 
pa.ssionless heavens. 

Seeking for birds tlut ttrry ^tu'y-vsniy.«i shulosss of 
rain. 

Blind to the deluge of dawn and ihe put pie surge of the 
sunset, 

Suns no longer shall smite them, nor ever tlie moon 
cncliant. 

Stem was die conlhci and king, bur mns the tleserr has 
claimed them, 

Claimed, and taken them proudly blood .md body .ind 
bone: 

Drops in the sea of its silence, grams on the shores of its 
vastness, 

Merged are they in its fabric— one with the mfinite veld. 



M oiioni fbs waves, as I watch you my thoughts are hofeie 
to those billows — 

Wayward and wandering surges — washing the shores of 
the world: 

Seas that serenely whisper, or bellow in boisterous anger, 
Wild white coursers tltat thunder glittering hoofs on the 
beach: 

Seas that were still when Ulysses beheld the isle of enchant- 
ment 

Where sirens sang in the sunUght braiding their tresses of 
gold: 

Desolate seas that Dido, tear-dimmed, searched for her 
lover. 

Seas that chanted to Jason the lure of the flame-bright 
fleece: 

Seas that buffeted Diaz, who first of adventurous seamesti 
Sighted your mist-woven banners, O stately turrets of 
Storm 1 

Seas with forgotten isles where pirates once buried their 
treasure 

Jewels and Jaundiced moidores, hlood-mottled pieces-of- 
cight: 

Seas where miraculous monsters, great-bcUied, glutted with 
cargo, 

Furrow through tempest and foam, seeking some haven 
afo; 

Seas widi bustling harbours, bronze’d and sinewy seamen: 

Seas of tumult and terror, seas that are never at rest. 
Swiftly from these I turn to your surges that sweep to the 
sky-line — 

Magical ocean of silence, mute and majestic Karroo ! 
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NARRATIVE, HISTORICAL 
AND ELEGIAC POEMS 




VAN KltBri CK’s ROSE’^ 

[“Tn-J , thi‘ fit'it >iw biiiomcd in my gatdcn at the Cape.” 
I’mJ Riektck’i Journal] 

I T lus flowered — fragrant joy — 

First Cape rose to scent the sun ! 
Rapture of a toddling boy 
VC'hcn he secs a bubble spun 
Froiii a strasv~,i pristny sphere 
Sailing in the sunut air — 

Fills the Governor of the land 
When he secs die flower bloom 
He had planted widi his hand, 

Tended it in joy and gloom. 

Guarded it with jealous eye 
From amber beetle, emerald fly. 

As he gazes, thoughts fly free 
To his distant Holland home, 

Far across the desert sea — 

Flecked with lilicd founts of fiiam-— 

There where guelder-roses blow, 

And the gaudy tulips glow: 

Homeland scenes before liim spread : 
Maidens in frilled caps he secs, 

Curly gables, roofr of red, 

Dykes, canals and crowded quays, 

Crawling barges, windmills, wells, 

Belfries with slow-chiming bells. 

And he dreams in that dim hour. 

Free awhile from care's eclipse. 

Mindless of the building tower, 

Victuallmg of passing smps. 

Of the enemy that waits 
In the woods beyond the gates, 
i See Note 4. 
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<ti'in ' I u 111 1* • < ' i’ 1 t 

''i tiv tilt tj '1 1 U t H*1 ' ] 

KiJuiiriiu lut ul ' 

Siiw Hpi'ii tiu iiiniiiii nil iCi p 

I K'tls "t nist 111 hiJitj''' ip 

Sm hii 'Ir-tinful htiitti’h' s 
Hmm'' Minbiiils rit< U*' %-whi >> il. 
Instums sprt ws with >i «Kt i >1 . 
Sp<tU<dcnhr.is. Mlilits nH*»u{, 

U jonisiuius tint shut noiitk'i U 
Atr<iw4tkc ftnnt tin roiric 

I hcse It siw ind in ni) inou’. 

Heard, with feirflil ijuakt's and thiiHs, 
In the night the h* >ii s n lar 
I choittg •miong the hills, 

Heird the nvcr-htirsts snoit 
In the ptKils beyiMid the fort. 

Thus was bom the first Cipe rose 
Nigh three hundrid years ago— 

Lync in a' book of prose, 

1 one star on a mtnmmn’s brnw' — 
Countless roses sinie that one 
Have enshnned our southern sun. 

ipld 
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I N '' n Jtvti -s<.\uit)-thrce tny stoty — 

C^'i |i »K (he tust at da^Mi of day — 

Jit \* h{ It idging stoinis have maddened 
lilt w uts nf Table Bay. 

Hitt« red by tbow angry billows. 

And bt iCtii bv the blind wind’s scourge, 

A '•hip I un-. ittls — 1 > tom and spitted 
B' rotk-fings hidden in foaming suige. 

As \\ild-do\c pierced by an unseen arrow. 
Wounded, sinking, the good ship hes, 

Hti h ipkss crew in white-eyed terror 
1 1 irrow the air with hopeless cnes. 

Scatttred on die shore are watchers, 

Some seek plunder — base-got gear — 

Others who would help are helpless, 
ballcrmg in the bonds of fear. 

1 o tlieir nudst a man comes ading ; 

Who IS this honeman gaunt and grey ^ 

Who tins monarch clad so meanly, 

Wiiose eyes aic bnght as sun-bom day? 

One It is who on a fermstead 

Far from wranglmg throngs has dwelt; 

A humble hind, a catde herdsman, 

A patient nursimg of the veld 

While he watched the caCde feedmg 
By stony koppie, sun-drenched pkm, 

Pcrliaps he cfccamed of lives heroic, 

And prayed that his might not be vam: 

1 See Note j. 
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And while he milked the full-fed cattle. 
When suns burnt on the nrount.-iin-belr, 
Perhaps he dreamed of high adventure — 
This scion of the sun-proud veld. 

* * * 

The day has come —the great adventure ; 
He scans the helpless cowards there, 

He kindles his beast w'ith breath heroic- - 
And they face the tempest’s blast and blare. 


Around them surges snarl and bellow. 
About them hisses blindin|' -spray, 

While on die beach the breatnk*ss watchers 
Forget their terror and their prey. 


Seven times they brave tlie path of peril 
And souls twice seven are brought to shore. 
But from the last great, gkd adventure 
The bright-eyed brothers come no more. 


Return no more? Nay, they arc with us ! 
They’ll perish never, tliat noble twain ! 
Men pa,ss like dews, bur deeds of valour 
Are founts that ki! not in life’s plain, 

Man sinks to silence; Hite sweet music 
His liigh deeds haunt with echoes felt 
By dwcUens in the crowded city 
Or lonely farm on ^e crinkled veld. 


—Ocean, in unflinching straggle, 
Waarfere old a? his waves arc old, 
Snatched never feprn earth a spoil more 
Thap VWolte My tale is told* 


isfos; 



AT Stewart’s grave* 

his grave I stand and muse, forlorn, 

Upon this glittering mom; 

Whilst overhead 

White ciottdiets drowse upon an azure bed; 

And all tiround 

Still woods thrill to the sound 

Of joyous bird-song; everything 

Pulses with the rapture of the Spring 

Upon this flower-lifce mom 

Whilst at his grave I meditate, forlorn, 

A heathen-warrior in the bygone day 
Over this sun-swept country long held sway; 

This lowly peak perpetuates hJh name. 

But newer, more enduring feme 
Has come to him — 

Sandilc grim — 

For no w his stony hill is crowned 
As holy ground, 

As the last.restingtplace 

Of one who loved and served the dark-skinned race. 

Bringcr of Tight to those who fet in gloom. 

You, in the blpom 

Of Efe’s young niaihood, wandered many a day 
Bside tlie waters of the tranquil Tay, ^ 

' And.in.'dbieir 

You ^eamep your dream; ; < 

ph, .ttot for pomp ^d powdt did you ask 

But sought.a;itek-^ 

And pray^ Akt; your QW h^^'^ 

Might bear the tor*^ of ttura to nigho-bouiid lands. , 



— Mouru Africnl in-'ir.y ccsuc Sr! thee 
Whc! trample on tliy som msbcftlingly ; 

With force or writh stenlth, 

'I "hey prey upon riiy hitJdcis wealth ; 

To tiicni the suppiiatst voices of the i.uul ate clmnb. 
Only for self tlicy come. 

But ah, for other wealth he pr.iycil aiul sought 
As tlirrnigi! the stubborn yc.irs he wrought : 

T o him the iik* was snore th.uj gtrki, 

To him men’s souls svere gems of seortli untold. 

See, down beUwv there in the wooded vale 
Through which bright T’yuniic Hows, there lies 
Los'cdalc, 

There, shirk and liglst, he toiled and prayed; 

Tiicre, tnuiftuid. 

From earth and earthly shadows took las way 
Into the Realms of Day. 

And even as Tyuinic’s clear culm waters nin 
Steadfastly on, w’hether iu shade or sun. 

So in tliat quiet vale 

His work shall stall courinoc and prevail. 

St;c, Hogsback tears aloft that rugged crest, 
weary cloudlets love to cung and rest : 

So shall his memory 

To us who loved him be a sanctuary, 

So shaU his steadfast grace' 

To us rctnain a resting-place 
As we go softly all ,dar . years 
In joy or tears; / „ 

So shall we ever ftcl his presence near 

To guide us on our way, to raise, sustain and cheer. 

■ rood ’ ^ ' 



THK i,F,TrtKRS' CHfRCHYAED* 


T HEts Intig rrck ended here: no more they’ll roam 
’Nc.ith cra\v1mg suns that sting with scorpion-rays. 
Witch-moons that weave sdll sorceries of foam: 
They’ll sjuestion irresponsive stars no more; 

Nor watch the beacon-fires of sunset blaze 
Defiance, while night’s armies march secure 
Over the terrain seized so oft befiare. 

Follosv in thought that doughty pilgrim band : 

Their trek begins in misty northern places, 

England’s song-starred and legend-haunted land; 
Poised between pain and hope in tears they stand 
When loved shores fade, and dren turn steadftist faces 
And gaze across grey plains and purring foam, 

Seeing in dream a sunlit soathenr home. 

Tlirce months dicy sail and thm, sea-worn and weaty. 
They land within Algoa’s cheerless bay— 

A place of ptowling sands, a prospect dreary : 

Here, a new voyhge begins : embtykiirg now. 
ill schooners of the veld they steer their wav 
O’er sandy tracts, through marshy s wamps they plough. 
And lumber on and on, they scarce know how: ; 

Hie yoked ’sixtmis’ plod padentiy along; 

The iQiig. chains, ratde ^d die jufekcB 

The drivers, urge dtrar . teams iyith tnirse or song,* 

The,nmuntaiiw;edidtO^'die;<ft^,of.whipr^' 

Boughs wliirraiJ^st the sshlsi i^d in' (^ch creek 
The wheels diander^ tents sway and «hp ; 
Thds waddles dowiy on tortohi6"iike ii^eld-ship : ■ 

, ' 'ySce’,I^offe. 5; ' 

':a.Wo6a«,!&^.’Stdng'ha:o’sy^,oh'^^ ... , ' ' 



Oiiward throtJgli haggard gorpi'> rfJHg!'. raid deep. 
Where stark hills rise, gigatitic rfsch-ringed trswers, 
Frotn waves of splintered stone : here shadows sleep. 
Roused for a moment by the sun at nt<on : 

No swift grass glimmers liere, no sssnngtjsg flfnvers: 
From these bald hilltops the morose baboon 
GruJits, and makes moudis at die encroaching moon : 

Onward through vales where the euphorbia grim 
Swarms in ungainly groves"— trunks tail :md siraiglit, 
Like pillars of still smoke livid and dim, 

Crowned with repellent foliage foul and fot-™ 
Jtinglcs, where grisly shadows lie in w'ait : 

Fitdixg retreat for ghoulish rite, for bat, 

Hedgehog, hyena, goblin-eyed tree-cat : 

Through wastes of straggling bush, of prickly-pear 
On whose Sat flediy leaves the cruel spines 
Lie like a mist; past squirming shapes of fear. 

Twisted and leprous scrub and trailing vines 
With spidery tentacles and poisonous grape. 

Scaled cacti—lizard-Iike m hue and shape— 

Most fitting weeds a murderer’s tomb to drape. 

Strange imimals they see a& dicy pass on, 

McexkaV muishond,* gesticulating ape, 
pi^i^s among, the crags; that seek the sun, 
pleefc-foomd aiitclope; and ereemtig things^- 
Ghriom <dii^mdi(^ns with mouths^s^^ 

Cobras with s^ smd adders mbrigm.rings, , 
Ilodmslangs* ihat fly fooip toe tp^m^ 

: Small canuvoroiu 

' .v*Th^'^pe.plcca:fc”:' \ i 

^ ^ f ” : ■ -/ ' 

;*Treeriiaakesi. , ■ 

■V V' I;.; 



And birds they sec, the hoofc-beaked eagle bold; 
BaH-htxided vultures and the burnished sprewi 
With sGirkt eyes; the oriole’s swift gold; 

Snnbirds festooning trees with rainbow-glory; 
Hawks scribbling hieroglyphics m the bfue:^ 
Rambirds with coral bifis; the red-wmged lory; 
Tiny tinktinkics** feiiicd in nunery story. 

And fearsome sounds they hear when it is dark, 

The jackal spiralling his psalm of pain; 

Trumpeting elephants, the wild-dog’s bark; 

The snarl of a leaping leopard when he kills 
The quivering antelope that bleats in vain ; 

All these they liear, and with what quakes and thrills 
They feel the lion’s echo shake the sleeping hills. 

Onward they fare o’er plains, barren and brown. 
Where filmy heat-waves dance like flickering 
From which at iritervak wifli startled frown 
Loom stone-topped hillocks— even as from the sea 
Leap sudden isles. On such plains rough winds laugh, 
Or romp and roar and build with boisterous glee 
Temples and towen of dusty masonry. 

Then tmdnktaig hills and valleys green, 

Where flaming flowers kindle me kafrir-bootii, , 
Dazde their ey®. Among th^ vales seroie 
Many abide ; but others wand^ , on 
Thrpu^ jgbid-mimosa gkdes, until they come 
Nigh to t&se huge bliW beads yvhich the herrat sm 
Ris® to fingor whai die night ife done. 

Soon they are scattered, soon^lfke inkri 
' AmcM)^ ttic mnMed plNns they cOTp; 

, Gwmsprew.brsprisituw abkdofbtiffiaJjtpluBis^e. 

/,_*'5nsdlgras»-warl&i''-'y V' , ; 



Lo^r in the honvks'. % isti'f" . .'’a 

They find tbeimelvc'i: stnke i.‘ i* ; t.s ' ‘ u 

Wirh habiutjons , break its ur/Hi h . 

With ploughshares, and v.itli •luhStm a . • » e;’ aui 

To make them Mdosn hke 1 nglinJ*. f i ' h ‘i n. 

They seam the tfackic's wild ’\uh »!<)<• > .<1, 

They sow the seed of riues ami th ) r ’ 

Teinplcj wherein to piaise and sso. hin t . I : 

They bridge hum u streams; thc' uilld* tx-ov: 
bees; 

They dig them wells ; the hieh and s( i idi tin’s < le ir ; 
They sow and plant and soon tlu’ir nortlietn ;r \’s 
Ru& the plumage itf the southern bice/". 

Disasters come to shake their fitrfjtnde: 

When golden promises their grtvn field, jield, 

Behold upon the sky’s blue in igiiinide, 

Great growths of russet be.ird ! ■ -strange t louds 
appear — 

Legions of locusts fall upsm each fkld 
In irresistible flood, in deluge sircar, 

Leaving tliem desolated, blasted, bare. 

Drought comes, ptmstent fi‘e of their new land, 
Blotfing up rivers, as a scribe blots seiipt 
To make it dean and fiiir. By his fell hand 
"Whitc-tliroatcd spring are cnrouled, robes are npped 
From sad, shamed trees: ’Die, die,* Drought 
wliisperetii. 

And by me incantation of his breath, 

All quick dnags acumble to the dust of death. 

And oft — ^when rustling wheat-cars softly sway 
Upon the wrinkled vcB in golden hare, 

What flocks and herds make glad die close of day 

Ins] 



W H j n \c m tl*c ‘jVht nig'bt 
I t J *tj^,n*»uk‘i j set the wheat abJt^c» 

f i Vi J‘ shi p anJ. cittlc, and inommg lighf 
Shurts ii; i<U'i!.ii t'rld,, Utic kraals to startled sight: 

I )roi! tkt, iiiiin.sut, l(Kmt, devastating war, 

I a!!)H!>' Jiid tlnnd f.di f«i the pioneers, 

I belt pukn* hopes to Wighr, their peace to nur- 
Btit with tiiKonquertbk* iortitude — 

‘Vs sr'nJh'st as the hills- -tlirough scaring yean 
'1 lies Eice .ind light all evils that mtrude, 

1 hey foil and stiive and pray in solitude. 

Now, the last nutspan won, in sleep they lie, 
harth-iravel ended, leaving us the hein 
Of deeds tlut time’s persistent teeth defy, 

T hfiuglitv- clearer eyes — tliat lend through dusty years 
f raiisinitted rtdiance, powers that control 
And guulc the forward marches of the soul. 

As moons that sway die rccfclcss ocean’s roll 

ix ik ^ 

.Sep.irare, secluded, once this churchyard knelt 
Far from the babblings of the vilkge street; 

A city has now risen ftoni the veld 
And shops and houses ring this still retreat; 

But, come besieging life with all its jars 
Of shrieking engines and of snorting cars, 

The dead sleep on, impassive as the stars. 

--Like doud-shadows, pine-forests darkly dream 
Upon tlic hills diat round the dty chmh; 

Witliin its prednets gradous gardens gleam 
With flower and fountain, and lofty spires lime 
The iSyii^ sunbeams; on. wide streets die rhyme 
Of footfeli bcatt, and punctual tongues of time 
Startle our musings with intruding chime. — . 

[lip] 



E)jj r’" 1 ‘ ; 

*1 

1 It 'e >•> n.i'% . ,'i : 

N.ur'Jtu' si . . f i i K 

f isu., rti* t'i' 1 I't V. > 

Xsiu ! SH ‘ll ‘ I Y I * •' • 

Ui>t I'Httki. \ ).•' ! 

The >l (k it'u'i i” > f I'i. t ’ ■ a ‘ j 

Hsu though hU s’npj t » . • 't j 1 

Like ruvt’s, L u '<■ '» f t^.u e «n i a ’i, 

Is thfic not m us s.}?Hcr!‘Hi » at flit * ai. 

Thf lUtsun, the .iiuht u'J St it, fit it* tiaa jl.at, 
The svHul-nckc^ iH'Mji. atjil til, air ii. 

Its patient plains, ns umis pt .A' mI •> irri'i 
Thoiiiiht’s ijticm hlcss tiaine .tuti rii Uts hti ta !iii » 

llio sim giicsdawn ssnh tisiaa. 

The Julksips flaim* with pii-snites t*tT tiessrll, 

He is not tUsni, thirtigh bm* l«s hejtiis ari’ »Iui ,» 

And purple wusttlis priKLiin his Inuiil. 

He is in It lieatl, hut with untaihiii^ niiphi 
He carries ciii his ceaseless war with nipht, 
Marsltalling on other fields hh phalanxes oi light. 
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^ iHl C J\II\ARY 
fu { hfi Buchan^ 

W n i 1 raw uaw tht tU) ■» when I wandered a white- 
hv ulc.i iin iisn. 

t in!(‘,s, unLs'O'.td and wild, on a ferm remote in the 
u\l: 

f'oniru idiK-d hi, Xluwa herdboyv I hunted through valley 
md \viH>diiU<i 

Slajinu v\ith shatiH'k'ss delight, animal, serpent and bird: 
'film on mv infant mind, crashins like midsummer sun- 
hgiit, 

illa/fd the wi/aid's enchantment av sudden sight to the 
blind; 

Straight v\ ay tin* farm was invaded by knights in glittering 
armour, 

(jrim .md gory moss-troopers, Highlanders whirling to 
war; 

When on tny shaggy-tailcd pony I charged the light-footed 
ostrich 

Marmioii was I, Htz-James, Deloraine ready at need ! 
Waked by the wand of the wizard I tasted of manifold 
beakers, 

Brooded witli bitter Cliilde Harold, sailed with the 
Mariner old, 

Sought for Endymion’s Moon, for Cliorasmian shores with 
Alastor, 

Ungcred near Dove with Lucy, sighed at th.e sorrom of 
Ruth. 

* * * 

• 

Then when my years numbered ten, again the wizard 
enthralled me, 

Dazded me with. Diana, made me forever her slave : 

Ah, that ethereal eve, when she of all huntresses feirest 
Winning a second Francis, cantered into my ken; 


1 



clear aiicl far in the stiilnn^ Ely'^iar. tnimpets wen: pealing, 
'rime raised ids hand to Earth's tndhe*.; a rsHe-tnoon 
stond in the sky . . . 

Dazed. ! returned, to iny home, wlaTe i road by a flickering 
candle. 

Chuckled at caustic Andrew, joyed ewer jarvic the 
shrewd ; 

Long after circanKranced midnight i?y wakeful parent 
discovered. 

Candle and book were withdrawn —l^iana rode through 
my dreams ! 

Thus did ! strike my Goicoiida, the ftibulotis wealth of the 
Waverieys, 

Found fresh joy in each gem, coimed them again and 
again: 

Oft since, on beds of sickness, tho.se treasures have quickened 
and cheered me; 

Often when vexed witlt smart slime, I return to their 
beauty serene. 

^ ie ^ , 

Summers a hundred have fled since the ‘satcly coltnnu’ was 
broken, 

StiUed chat diver-toned trumpet, extinguished the 
‘beacon-light’: 

Thotffih lie is gone on die mountain*, tltough ‘he is lost to 
theforest’, 

Rocfc-Iike his &me shall vyfthstand assaukuig surges of 
;dme. ^ ■ 

Not of fhe bards supreme, btft closely akin was die wizard, 
Singer of Floddeq’s stark fight, poet of Mahae the proud, 
Not of die bards supreme, but foremost of all our singers 
To wsi^n in catefe^ you^, ^ qurocMe^ passion of 
■ song. ' ’ ' ’■ ■ '■/ ' ' ' 



,, , ,,, 

DoisnssuN 5>rtUu.i- a.-u . J 

Dc; 51 ^ : « .«rti*F ‘nr im to tears and to ka^ter, 

Skewnosi:r.!Anilo.u .• bail Um with tears of 

Btiisgcr «t 

{kUifin* * * * 

. I,-, i; oWv may saliM'' *' 

jsjtnv on thss tuy fe ' * . . c 

puniti BiMons .„}„„i|out mirror its mhdoas o 

Ami Tweed in silvery spitmiou 

goklf j ftot ^ P ^ 

TweJd that kwei and forg.-£S not . » 

reniembrancfi, <i««et whos® kones lie close 

Hymning Ac grcat-J.can«l«^'"“° ^ 

A J «t^"OTraHc ani £>Jc. *“ ° 

And as yca*^ trumwi'- , 

those woodlands, . . shaU sing. shme, 

Mk to, Kkt> that iirctes stream, s , 

?*tui endure. 




FROM 

‘LYRICAL POEMS’ 




» M UPKSnOP 


*1 ri "vkIi Its sunlit bandlulls, 

X li 1 ’ I't-i ^lurtd inuliiforni shells and seaweed, 
Is ill m T'tliv ! iihi* of V ignnt poets 

!Urt htisi ' Ill'll/ pot t-brtezes, with cunning 

I .It’ Sllt-,s 

S( til W t I! t i>s piittiiis of drv, uitncate veise 
ll) I 1 t'n uktii fuiks of sicepmg sandhills. 

Htr. Mu'l *i \ hi iidtd hards, with joyous painful 
1 .hour, 

I itt Ion<^ lints of I In me, studded with shining 
nitciphois 

Otshtll ind'tiwrtd on the hroad-backed beach. 

Ih re wind and wave (modem subtlety and 
Antitiit simplitU) - and betuty) are each 
As wtlf ome as night-sacnficmg sunlight. 

Ut 11, iKiw thtu liail and welcome each— 

1 ht ntvt clcctrit-volted lamp and the old 
<’andlt-be intig lantbom—with grateful gladness. 


[J27] 
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Is I' V t’ < , t it 
K * 1 

\,Vh!\ lu”.' u >'i' 


IJ-.l 1 ’ 1 • ’ 'ti'> ’v ’ ♦ *. 

\ vksMik }’ vi }’* n i.‘ ..f ’ t ‘ \ 

\ H*>1 iL (I .Itifi s>’..v'. 

11k‘u, ‘ htnttK' vutnl* - ik 

'I h.u vale j i.uli iiu ws*i> t (Kif n>ik s, 
fs tins iin Mftrhfili'i 5' 

'I'ius fleas cfilu't »>f t'ks? 


Oft in my vim*'»is fi .•« n 
Oft taiuy paintfU it f<‘r me. 

But ndtluT tlrc.im uor f.iiu > stemctl 
As fair as. what I see. 

Brightest w.i-jcwel ! l'.iir)'hncl ! 

Is it iiulecd uut fit and meet 

That from your Hrtsist shtJuKl spring .i hand 
(^f singen true ami sweet? 

Siiigct!. wliose mighty voicts t haunt 
A past by ^ctl and song impcafled; 

Singers whose deathless numbers haunt 
Our pathways tliremgh the world : 

I hear them as I stand and gasK.% 

And swift my wayward dioughts have run 

Unto a land, lit by the bia^e 
Of an austercr sun ; 

[ 128 ] 



A Kitien 1 md, bcscarrcd and burned, 
Bjricii, and silent, ah, so long! 

I lad they but seen it they had turned 
Its silence into song. 


[129] 
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!i . 1 ■ 

S *ni » ”< 111 . hv , 

'\ l>fi hiul :*3 k ‘*n» * t , 

VI ln\v iM\in *aK * i 'H.t ui iJ 

'!}m .»u ’•h t!u iMltSt j . 

St !i. still mt! il'i IMl. 

As l)K‘ !!in,'n ill! <lh J ' I ttsu, 
filiui ' wish sstiir I i.li sun 
'Ihe 'hitlnv. j stu iiit . i s' sp. 

rhi* himttm'-wmils ,uc sin pt» » i* m, 
Ihc U’liuu }i IS s lilt lusl 
I ikc .1 flii'.ss) wi'ft nl svhsti I’ti'i, 

H IS fiinssi ti> stii. inis af ii : 

I he ttces shake ufl’ihsir Juskv ilusuiis, 
BtrJs sHiji .will limiit.itii'. 'bmaiiet. 
Wake, im, wake. 

My Moniiuj» Star ! 
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A i « s VI LI ; R for seven days, 

In dust and heat on stony ways, 

I ssun last mght these grccn-raycd islands 
A hi -VC die browi surge of the veld, 
Thv’>e fluted foiest-valcs that belt 
1 Ik sfcy-chpped Amatola Highlands: 
btencs vs here my youthful footsteps sped, 
long loved but long unvisited. 

Rising at dass'n in eager haste 
I suied artiund, but all was waste: 

Ciaika and Ilogsbacfc tnpic-crowned 
In stom-nmte seas of mist were drowned; 
Streams were submerged and woods also; 
1 he waterfalls, that swifily cast 
Curved nets of iridescent %ht 
From hill-banpcs to Icafed-lakcs below, 
Were muffled in raist-billows vast 
And lost as in a moonless night. 

Some say that breadi is but a mist. 

Which hides from us what’s loveliest: 
That when we mortals cease to breathe 
And melted is the doudy veil. 

Not time nor distance shall avail. 

Nor swaddhng mist, nor scabbard-night, 
To dim our radiance or sheathe 
Ultimate beauty from our sight. 

—But, oh, I would ibis mist might rise 
Revealing to my earth-born eyes 
Hie heavai that here around me lies. 
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\\ 1’ »t>! I k t ’ • 

(«ll ‘i, I ’ t *1 ’ I > 

1 . h »ii 1 1 f r V ’ 

A* i! I! n ( i \ * f ’ 

hi Sj'in ' si 1 r . ' 1 ’ n , 

’VI hs ttt ’ (,i ( s'l ^ ’ 

Iluir till! ' It) ^ t 1 I t 1 ’ I 

(fluK v»h I <■ iliitj '* ' ’ i’ 

In Aumnm ’ti*' t ‘u n ’ 

I r<mi (I'hiu nf 4tv tt nH « 1 » Kit 
A ! uh tloutl th jf j) A I a tl t ’i 
Ainimf the dttk ju i. *'{ thi rsMt- 
Anti rams rcUui tml\ its e ♦! I 
As mtertst to usurunts n I 
In Wmur ’ttt a nnst) pHtl, 

Mononlcss, luntmtius anil t «m4 

If in the flight t»f one sIkjie vt n 
'thii tiny guive mty thus appt ir 
Such chiiugeful tcmWances to tike 
At sunset, ttoudi, and. nttst and I ike. 

What various v^nidtis mav mtn sti 
In heaven’s august fecundttv^ 

What shapes thall spring, what huts shall run 
From dust and water, wrutd and sun’ 

And, more than all they nu> espy 
In earth and ocean, air and sky. 

What various wonders may men he 
Voyaging through etenuty * 
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E vr beckoned me thiougli the pme-wood 
bilcntly she flitted 
\niong disappearing spaces, 

Sli\ I) peeping at me 
I loni behind dmolviig tiee-trunks; 

N< istlessly blic fluttcied before me, 

Like a pale butterfly, 

I Ian suddenly I lost hei. 

And when I came out of the wood. 

Into the open country, 

I knew thet Eve was dead — 

Her nusty eyes &st shut — 

For I beheld daik wreatlis 
Plied high upon her grave. 

And ibove it ghtteied 
A solitary tombstone 


Im) 



CROWS 


R eturning from a ramble ycitcr-cve, 

^ A bevy of black, cawing crows I saw 
Promiscuously perched upon and dotting 
High telegraph-wires: two or three of them. 
With flighty and uncrowish humour, luaig 
Head downward, clutching widi twisted talons 
The tight-strung wires. 

— Passing on, I laughed to think dut crows, 
Choristers whose raucous and raspy voices 
Offer endless irritation to nice ears, 

Should suddenly remind me of Beethoven, 
Mozart, music. 



I S AT At.LK(iZ Vl,r.I 

W ill! ST isn nu- walk one summer day 

I S.UV Haininirocs'-cniwds on crosvds — 
That floated liKc reflected clouds 
Upon the Breast of Zeckoe Vlci : 

Sonic trod fJie \v.itcr svbilc they fed 
With lonj5 necks in it» limpid Bed, 

So peaceful and so white tlicy lay 
Upon the sea-green Zeekoe Vlei, 

They seemed a flock of ncw-shuin shee]> 

That in a meadow feed or deep. 

WhciT 1 drew near those arniics white 
Flew up, and in amazed delight 
I saw them change bcflire me there 
To magic garlancU in the air 
Of bloonts, barbaric, bold and rare — 
Rose-dhiwu and sable nigbt and blood 
Commingled in that flowery flood : 

.Such tricks of colour J had seen 
Projected on .some picture-screen. 

Of Ediiopiau girts that danced 
Crowned with pink n>scs, zoned with red. 
Nude Ethiopian girls iliat danced 
Widt ebon fcubs and airy tread. 

The magic flowers diat seemed to grow 
Some moments in die arid air. 

Glassed iix the bright lagoon below. 

Now sank to join dicir doubles dicre. 

And straightway sliut: widt folded wings 
Haniingoes became common things, 

Like ducks, or geese, or new-shorn sheep 
That in a meadow feed or sleep. 
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Haply some evening by the Nile 
Bronzed Cleopatra, Egypt’s queen — 

That flame of witchery and guile — 

Beheld the picture I liavc seen, 

And of Hkc colours wrought a screen 
To deck her scented slccping-room : 

There casual loves, with sharp-drawn breath, 
Might in its ddcor read their doom — 
Rose-love, red-daUiance, black death. 

— Alas ! she, too, went down in gloom 
Whose smile no mortal could resist, 

And that proud breast great kings had kissed 
Shivered ... to its latest gasp 
Beneath the cold kiss of an asp. 
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rR{)\i ‘/Awnhsi’ 

T BiMiNnors Piun, lion) of caicli anti heaven, 
raking 

Fnnn IkhH tlonjinion, power and beauty: shaking 
Glittering berries from night’s skyey jungles: raktn 
Gold-iiuggcts from the streams of dawn and sunset 
tearing 

Jewels tliat sing and sparkle from far inuunt.iins: 
shearing 

Fleeces of silver from the flocks of heav'en, and 
combmg 

The green-liaired forests for their dis’crse hoard 
Of leafy splendour, roving heast and bird — 

IVom lion’s tawny mane and topaz eyes, 

And leopard’s freckled flanks and emerald fires. 
And pytlion’s coils and adder’s Jaundiced bars, 

To shy king-fisher’s sapphire shooting-stars. 

These shapes that spring, these colours spun 
Prom dust and water, wind and sun. 

Mirrored in your magic mind, 

As shapes of tlreain live in sleep’s stream, 

Dissolve with inspiration’s citaclysaiic stress 
And leave no trace behind : 

But bom again they rise 
In poems of prismatic dro.ss, 

Spheres t>f perfect loveliness. 

Spirit-trees of radiant bloom 
Springing from earth’s troubled gloom 
And brauthing to tlie skies. 
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THE karroo: after uain 

A s a slicepish coiintr)' lad — 

L Walking out in time of roses — 
Titivated by a glad 
Tricksome lass with flower-posies. 

Blushes redder than a rose is 
Which a raging bee uncloses : 

So, when rain has put to rout 
Drought, which breeds such sorry stories. 
Desert-places like tlic lout 
Blush at unaccustomed glories : 

Flowers red and pink and yellow 
Blazing in the sunlight mellow. 

* ★ * 

When the new Medea, Rain, 

Broadcasts on the barren plain 
Silver seeds in countless number, 

Busy seeds that barely slumber 
Three days in the drunken mould 
Ere they yield a crop of gold — 

Then the desert, proud and glad in 
Turning silver into gold, 

Glories like the gay Aladdin 
In its wondrous wealth mrrolled. 

In its flowers gold and yellow 
Haming in the sunlight mellow. 



TO '.MOllj-RN' I'MNTr.p’ 

S lfAKJSP'API <!i It it is Slily 

To tifa- iitili! nr paint the lily 
Then why with \u1;j:ar art celtpw 
Perfection in thow checks and lip-,? 
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‘soar again, young rAGu:’ 

[To Roy C]anipbcl)j 

S OAR agAui, young eagle, soar again — 

Leave carrion to vultures ! — soar above 
The blazing precipices of the sun. 

The huddled, glaciers of the arctic moon ; 

Soar, soar and scatter with ascending wing 
The swirling hailstones of the fierce, white stars. 

Soar again, young eagle, soar above 
Those jagged turrets and sky-tossing peaks 
Where, in the dawn of time, the Dragon died: 
The monstrous Dragon, whose stupendous ribs — 
Now fused inveterately with earth and rock 
In corrugations multitudinous — 

Remain a spectacle of beauty and of awe. 

Soar again, young eagle, soar above 
The vast expanses of that silent sea. 

Whose shallow waters are grey scrub, whose foam 
Is shifting sand : here drowns the sun in floods 
Of orange and of gold, of purple pomp 
That pales to violet ere the stains of day 
Are washed out by the waters of the moon, 
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rli^ W’l :: lU T’f- im > 


B .IiNKS ‘>i" Sktr 'tjkiv"'. hid, •■MIT, i jj |i V hriMM 

Oi l ililf iikv' bro 'ks siut huiJ 

NarcisMis-cvf, .in<l hj- k’' ritn^i trtst 
I’drc'sts >if !Ov!. JH!'* srnidvn hloi'ni. 

Soft, billowx, wh'te. v.hul) utn cc will ilUinit* 

With cvaticsci'nt 

{[< II3 dttin* rr.:;'!4} nioimtain-port 
Anchor o’er i'lii hiKe Bay. whose ^wift waves ss.iri 
On broad, libwi hs'd s mu , ss here i’o nn-HoW'cis 
sport, 

Like }HMr-trce blossom tukkil by rne brcc/e; 
Hottentot’s Ilolkimi HilK, o’ej hidsyo seas, 

Gksw, coi,il-pink ,ind pearl; 

And on tbs' hither side of the siren-bay, 

Like guiii-li(>rscshoc {flcamiiiiir in the sun, 

Tlie magic-mirror <tf still Zeektic Vlei 
Will melt cre-long the sunset's golden bars. 

And gathering the diatmmds of the stats 
Double thetn one by one. 

Nature unlocks her treasuries and gives 
With flowing hand, to huntatt heart atitl brain; 
What in return yield we, poor fugitives. 

Who scorn her gifts, whose transitory dust 
Is seldom imtveu except by hate or lust 
Of power, or flesh, or gain? 


[hi ] 
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IN WYNBERG PARK 

H ot noon-ride. 

And the shackled sun 
Lies sleeping under the pine-trees. 
Like a caged leopard: 

Glad and cool, 

The blue hydrangeas 
Stream through tiny sun-plains 
And pigmy mils of shadow ; 

Soft and slow, 

The swaying agapanthus 
Beat blue diimcs 

Upoir the brazen gong of sunlight; 

And all around 
Hidden ring-doves 
Scatter a blue rain of song 
Upon the dust of silence. 


1933 



1 ifo’ts ‘ i jri M ^ i oi .1 mil s’ 

D <i» s lifv’. !'•. [iI^( .lu (,*, take av, ay 
Mou tk.i!) iviT It can yayr 
l>iHi it, Jii'. *'• i:ii!)5i:rcU by night, 
hicirct’r.itc the '.yitu's light i 
And shall tin- great ilntn, death, redeem 
Uv irnni th’s cute where we bnt dtcuin? 
V.iinly vse .tii uuswer crave 
While \vc jotiniey to the grave, 

Blinded hy the dust and strife 
'I hut siirroutnl this huffliiig life. 

Blinded by the sensual hare 
That enwtaps our mortal day®. 

Bur, beyond the dusk of distance 
And the ntists that veil existence, 

There, we feel, a Country lies 
Free of sense--.! Paradise 
Where clear summits rise supreme 
Lovelier than lands of dream ! 

Pain our longing eyes wotild glean 
Climpses of those pc.iks .serene; 

Fain utir longing e.irs would hear 
Echex-s frotn th.!t radiant .sphere. 

Thus, the soul is strangely stirred 
When We hear a hidden bird 
Singing in sonic leafy grove 
Hager songs of earthly Jove. 
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FROM 

POEMS OF TWO WARS 




In Mjr s f ^ u i i * 

IK i xntH d V ’ ' jJ ! Wit , 

I nil hi li* M tt K nt 

And 1 iuKi* 4.1 ill dj d *5 h ^ 

R iJ tii h n i*\ ' iMu ill,: 
^IUImIkT’ IkU 1 i*'r f li* rf^ 

fi dl } t >n d r t* 

Ami }M aid*' d t 'ouiun h\t 
To Wit! ha w muled I iluri » 

The woild ukI imnioruht^ 

m I 
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t !)I St> U>(>V\ 

A viminu hni’if.sm di\'' 'uUhcims, 
Kto}i"> ;h u ii'c II) m\ honit. 

And aH.-ii I w.indcr out u Htios 
lo lotin wiun’ti f num. 

It duns lor mr tht* shtnuij' si, i. 

Scats sunlit plum ssitli eloom; 

And I't'ids U ssaiK to mi 
Dttgvs of dcMth and doom. 

It blurs tile beauty of the sky, 

Smudges etch a/urc hill; 

And when entombed by night i he 
’Tk close beside me still. 

Darker than very darkness seems 
Tills shade of starless night, 

It sullies sleep, eclipses dreams. 

And murks the morning light. 

— O Fount of Everlasting Day, 

Light lives in Tlice alone, 

Soon, soon may I awake, I pray. 

To find die Shadow gone. 

m9 
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N tjr’oi ' m. ’ 'j ■ . ' ' 1 

Bd(hi» f d k t.’ ; . I <% ', ivu u. t, d 

WajU'iss that ■ i) . d t luud-. 

Of Chn-lopl.t! ( <«%!' I hi’ ‘■{'Jh 
Wmtcd tin 55jjk!’'t,.r. fr. i' it, xw: tdK; 

Way;*nis thii c><:u,iu’u 1 t'kr:' .j'ti nn nnu.m; -hck — 
C'radk's rh tf i‘»t K.’d ?»• ■ ( iiikh* i* > if the VVid 
Into .1 1) ’Hon siiihh. •r; x i .i h ,r.l 
NanoVi', ■•Us! uuuts -ioa t-t i('ir*ni 
To tin* nj’hr. cUti i<fthus« oi luhtr mo-. 

But, w<H! to njunhh’p, frJtti'K ot\ttM(ilr'ist break 

Nor sing I jH-Hrofs UiVs ol {'.«cc 

But the slow-ltmlguio ns ,iud ainhluig steed. 

The sninke-llaggal ftctory, iiiduitrial tottn. 
Temples *)f this ni.u hHJc-encli.«ited age, 

1 leave to htnidifjg b tnis offline fiill-biown. 

Or ovcr-bfown, ami iiiafce my pilgrimage. 

At trck-aix pate, thiouglt plains austere and brown. 
Not of nK'chauits, nnisons, engineers 
I sing, butofbron/cd f inner-pioneers: 

Men wtio wtre lun'scinen as by right ofbirtli, 

Wlui from riu'ir saibiles grew, like trees from earth, 
With swinging gnus K>r branches, quick to flame 
With deadly flowers; men who found living tame 
Save on the brink of danger; men who won 
Sta'ngth from the barren veld and bomitig sun. 



‘ONWARP riri WAt ONS WLVT* 

S TLADILY, Steadily, ouwitd and unwiid, 

Doggedly cicpt the iiiMiicibk vuignxul 
On, when — tlie dawn-stai ‘counted out'— 

The smashing sun was hailed with whistle and shout. 

On, in the mornings hard and clcai 

When distant koppics loomed shaip and lun ; 

On, when die noontide’s white sun-blaze 
Ricochetted from eaidi m a swulmg h m*. 

On, when the shot sun bled in the West 
And the raoon-bird fluueied from her cloud-biult 
nest. 

Onward labours each caravan. 

Each plodding bullock, each patient man , 
Trek-chams rattle *,juk8kcis^ squeak, 

Wheels wake diundei in each stone-throitcd creek; 

Strauung oxen gulp and sigh 

Gaizang before Aem with bewildered eye; 

Koppies cackle to the crack of whip; 

See-sawing, heavily, tents iisc and dip : 

And just-^o, ho-ho, steady and slow. 

Onward the wagons go. 

On and on, to the unmapped spaces. 

Onward, in search of die hidden-places, 

East lion’s lair and leopard’s den 
And swarming legions of savage men, 

On to the Land of the Trekkcr s dream. 

Where milk and honey in plenty stream; 

As an albatross over endless foam 
On — to discover the heart’s own home ! 

And just-so, ho-ho, steady and slow. 

Onward the wagons go. 

1 Small wooden shafts fitting into yokes. 

[152] 



Onwdid bs cii> md h\ i yht stJi wcrt, 

Grimlv pioplkdbv stubbi>ru mtcur. 

Each irckkti’s w wuh bittercd tent, 

Frame ciackccl punt bhsccied* siil soiU J and rent, 
Wobblnig wliLti and disstlboom^ bent, 

Men faint and \\car\ and cixcn spent— 

Yet onwaid each 'wagon wuit 
Yes, just-so licvho, stt id*^ and slow, 

Onwaid the ssagons v'cnr. 

^ \\ ii-il ift* 
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CAMP-FIRES 

D rained are the kettles, 

The evening meal is over ; 
Round about the red-haired fires 
Weary trekkers rest; 

Brown bats quiver 
As tlie locks of dusk tlicy scissor, 
And the last yellow sun-bloom 
Withers from the west. 

Mournful conic die cries 
Of the agitated plover. 

That sweeps around to save a nest 
From eyes that pry : 

Fires flame and stutter; 

Smoke’s blue banners flutter; 

And a jackal saws the stillness 
With his eerie cry. 

Slowly creeps the moon 
Prom behind the sombre koppies, 
Pelting die darkness 
With diamond and pearl: 

Like a lake, wind-rippled, 

The sky with stars is stippled 
And through die aromatic scrub 
Breezes sigh and swirl 



‘t.IUI \ I s CM STOKt' 

I N' these Jesert giuv/tN <.fsU)ne 
Scrps-tits soil and Jiyarcl-. ding; 

But no bird’s caressing wing 
And riine-iniOTHtbied caroliutg 
Cjladdeii btuighs that know not Spring, 

In these desert groves of stone. 

Lifeless are all flowers that can 
Flame, in these stark gnjves of sttnie : 

I ^rier than the sun-bleached bone. 

Left by some lost caravan 
For Saharan sands ti> hone, 

Are these leafless groves of sunie. 

Lifeless? but how be-autifol ! 

Blooms no mortal iiand may cull 
Flower frtjm these groves or stone 
When the sleepless pilgrint-sun 
At dawn and dusk, in orissm, 

Touches them as beads each one: 

Yet shall heaven’s white-veiled nun 
Conjure fn^m these groves of stone 
Blossoms, lovelier dian are known 
To die pilgrimaging sun — 

Blooms that never fed the bee 

Nor danced to the wind’s wild, minstrelsy. 
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SPRINGBOKS 


I N the dawn-light blue they scatter the dew 

Prom their flanks as they gambol on the grey ICarroo. 

They feed and stray ; take fright — ^flash away — 

And the pack that follows is a dun dust-spray : 

Half-buck, half-bird ! — ^the veld is stirred 
With the flashing ripple of that racing herd! 

As dolphins play, hooping irised spray, 

These curved, leaping racers loop air witli clay : 

Footballers, they shun their shadows and run 
Heading-and-hceling at the red, round sun : 

Brown breakers, they curl and their white manes hurl 
At a beadi — ^nonc may reach — the horizon’s pearl. 
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‘wHLUt “HI OL in PC,” \KD illS SURGIirUS 
HOI>J ’ 

W nt Hi ‘Bk>iibcru:’ and bi>> buryhen rode, 

A bundled )cats ago, 

The eland and the bufUtlo 
To and fro, serene and slcnv, 

About the pastures srrode — 

‘M.iking hay while it was dt\’ : 

And, in the stai-shot nights. 

The leopaid and the lion puns led, 

Snarled and hissed, or coughed and growled 
Hyenas ktiglicd and jackals howled; 

And there wcic fiirry fights, 

Ficicc toodi-aiid-claw delights, 

Where ‘Bloubcrg’ and his buighers rode 
A hundred years ago. 

Forests of grey soaring stone. 

Where human creatures laugh or groan. 

Trees of granite trunk and bough 
Wse in that region now: 

No wild beasts stalk, but hard men walk. 

Who suck the golden blood 
Of earth fuain rock and mud. 

On moonless nights a million lights 
Cliallcngc the starry heights : 

And diere arc ruthless fights. 

But now no more of tooth and claw, 

A deadlier jungle law 

Prevails th.m wild beasts used to know 

A hundred years ago- 



TUi: RINO-FORT 

W mi fifty wagom a riiyg-fort was built. 

Fifty Iiuge wagons almost tilt tu tilt, 

Lashed end to end with trck-diains, and between 
Whecl-spokcs and in all openings thorn-trees green 
Were tightly piled or woven — breastworks these 
That with their long sharp stinging thonis would tease 
The approaching foe. In this embattled ring 
Four wagons were drawn up to form a square ; 

This, with rough planks and hides for covering. 
Sheltered the women, children, household ge.ir. 
Within the fort the trekkers’ horses were 
Carefully tethered ; whilst on plain and hill 
The fio<^ and herds were left to roam at will, 

Meanwhile the trekkers and their women toiled: 
Bullets were moulded; guns were cleaned and oiled; 
Small buckskin bags were made for die slugs of lead. 
Which, at close range, cause havoc as they spread. 
Then to eadi man, behind the wagon-wall, 

Posts were assigned where gunpowder and ball 
Were placed in dishes ready to each hand. 

And so that brave, rcsourceful little band. 

When nineteenth of October showed its Hght, 

Was ranged and ready for a ruthless fight. 



V I o K O I* 


r 

T nn trt'kkcr-canip at break of day 
Was ready 6.>r the coming fray. 

And presently espied 
A dark adv.incing tide 
Sweeping across the shining veld. 

Then solemnly the trekkers knelt. 

Their heads all bowed and bare, 

While Cilliers fsllered prayer. 

Thereafter in the wagou-fcnee 
They made a gap and issuing thence, 
lading nor fast nor shnv. 

They moved to meet tlic foe. 

As they approached tlic swarthy mass. 
Now grimly squatring on the grass, 
Potgieter made essay 
The holocaust to stay 
And parleyed. But, with cobra-hiss, 

The toe leapt up, advanced; at this 
To earth the trekkers sprang. 

Their steady snaphaans^ rang I 

Two raking volleys straight tlicy poured 
Into the swart and savage horde, 

Tlien, mounting, back they rode — • 
While galloping to load 
Their smoking muskets — and again 
They turned and showered blighting rain 
Upon the startled foe. 

Whose coming now was slow. 

* Muskets. 
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Twelve volleys from the belching roer,’^ 

The trekker’s trusted friend and broerjS 

Had rattled harshly, when 

Potgicter and his men 

Regamed tire camp — without mishap ; 

Right speedily they closed the gap, 

Whilst loud the women sang. 

Their cheering voices rang 
Sweet in the mellow morning air. 

Then Sard Cilliers raised a prayer, 

A brave and solemn plea 
To God for victory. 

The trekkers then with careful toil 
Their muskets cleaned from smut and soil; 
While steadfast Potgieter 
Around the camp did stir : 

To all he uttered simple words — 

For little sounds can sharpen swords — 

To stimulate and cheer, 

Brave wor^ to banish fear. 

Meanwhile the foe like locusts swarmed. 
And steadily their legions formed 
Into that hslf-moon shape 
That stays a foe’s escape: 

That batde-plan of Chaka dread. 

The savage bull’s stupendous head. 

With curving horns that dose 
like pincers on their foes. 

But having formed their ranks the mass 
Squatted once more upon the grass, 

Safe, out of gunshot range, 

To watch the foemen strange, 

* Musket. * Brother. 
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whose Miioking-rlubs had havoc niade 
Froin further distance tlian the blade 
Of well-hurled spear might go 
And lay a focmau low. 

The trekkers. now impatient, wait 
Their tardy fi>e, tor soon or late. 

With shout and crash and din. 

The battle must begin. 

Suspense may shatter cv’n the strong. 

So ‘Blouberg’ to a whip-stick long 
Fastened a kerchief red 
And waved it overhead. 

This iuvitatiisn to a fight 

Found prompt acceptance — front, left, right. 

With clangour, shout and hum 

The dark battalions come. 


2 

Kilted witii leopards’ tails were they 
And plumed with fcatlicrs long and gay, 
Widi bushy ox-tails tied 
To wrist and elbow, ankle, knee. 

They came in war-like panoply. 

With shields of tough ox-hide — 

Long oval sliields, spiked at each end — 
Bucklers that needful cover lend 
To vrarriors in fight; 

Shields white-and-red each veteran bore, 
While youtliful wights untried in war 
Had shields of black and wldte. 

Two throwing-assegais had eadh. 

To check die foeman out of reach, 
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And (^nc slioi£ sE.ibhm|'-spe.«— 
Broad-bladed was dn‘»\s capon dread- - 
A knob-kerrie* with heav^f head 
C3omplctes each fighter’s gear. 

Onward they came in war-array. 

Their crest-fcathcrs like pennons gay 
A-flutter in the breeze ; 

Each sliicld was beaten like a diuni. 

As on they came, with hiss and hum 
Like drone of distant seas. 

Onward they came, now mgh and mghcr, 
But Potgieter still held his fire, 

Till diirty paces they 
Were from the trekker-camp and then 
He gives his eager anxious men 
The word for which they pray. 

The trekkers’ muskets flashed and roared 
And deadly volle)^ were out-poured 
Upon die yelling foe. 

The trckfcet women, good at need 
To help thdf men widi word and deed. 
Now hurried to and fro 
To bind up wounds and guns to load; 
Hd.p from their ready fingers flowed. 
From white lips words of cheer. 

The muskets belched out loud and fast 
Upon the foe a withering blast. 

But still those foes drew near. 

Vainly against each wagon-tent 
The hurmng assegai was sent. 

Knob-sticks were hurled in vdn. 

^ Ktiob-stick* 

I 162] 



The dc'ipei.itc ioc- i^nv hr.iwl) 'trttve 
Siinic sluckled wagon to lemovc. 

They stt ove with utniost straui ; 

The AVvigon-nng thc> could not bicalc. 

The sheltered Boets they failed to shake, 
So vanquislied, they retire; 

Wluic into them and aftci them 
The trekkers withtiut stay or stem 
Stiil poured their deadly fire. 

Swiftly the ssv.irihy Iec?ions fled. 

Leaving gicat heaps of warnois dead 
Upon the Wood-soaked plain. 

Triumphant trekkers raised on high 
Their glad hosannas to the sky 
Again and yet agam. 

And whiai they saw the black cloud melt 
Into the vastiicss of the veld, 

I’hey all, witlx one accord, 

Knelt down and prayers of thanks did raise 
And joyfiil hymns and psalms of praise 
To Heaven’s eternal Lord. 

Thus ended Vegkop’s wondrous fight, 

Five thousand ‘black’ ’gainst forty ‘wliite’— 
The snaphaan ’gainst the spear. 

The Matabclc fought right well, 

Right valiantly they fought and fell 
And conquered conquering fear: 

But vain was assegai, wcU-tried, 

Vainly the bull-head's homdd pride 
Came with tremendous shock: 

Shattered and set at naught were these — 
Shattered like angry rolling seas 
Against a steadfost rock. 
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RETIEb’s FAREWEEt BO ALBANY 


dales and downs of Albany, 
i On your curved slopes, like scattered sheep. 
Grey rocks and lichened boulders lie 
Halt-hidden in the grass and sleep. 

Sun-washed, serene, in breathless case. 

In your deep kloofe are ancient trees, 

Grey ycUow-woods, whose creaking breath 
Is spent in droning songs of death — 

Dim and unending tltrcnodies. 

Oft in such grove a kaffir-boom 
Flaunts gaily many a ftame-like plume. 

And perforates the woodland-gloom. 

As veld-fires slash the fur of night 
Making it bleed with angry light. 

Green dales and downs of Albany, 

Sadly, to you I bid. Good-bye. 

‘Good-bye to you, fair ftouticr town. 

Whose white-walled bouses, churches brown. 
Glow from a cup-like vale rimmed round 
By gentle hiUs. hi you I found 
Friendsliip and love. At first success 
Came with full hands to hail and bless : 
Drought-like misforttme followed frst 
Blighting the blooms too bright to last; 

So now, once more, though weary age 
Brings its dull load, I must engage 
In other ventures, start again 
Far from these pleasant munts of men. 

And so, fiirewell, proud frontier-town ; 

Farewell again to dale and down. 



'For I was bon: a rcitlcss man, 

Just as die sea— sines* time began— 

Drives on, with angry clap and roar. 

Its white teams on an endless sliore 
And never pauses to outspan. 

Yes, restless as the winds that shake 
Soft, yellow spangles from the thorn, 

Or as the golu-prongcd clouds that rake 
The sun-ploughed hills when day ts born ; 
And restless as the wild-colt rills, 

That race among the resting hills. 

— But I must curb tliis restlessness, 

And in the vast veld seek redress 
For town-misfortitnc, town-distress: 

There, maybe, I shall find the balm 

That men have dreamed of, wJiich is — calm.’ 



HIDING HORSE 


* A CH, but how I love to ride 
ZjL Vos, my trusty horse and tried 
With his steady tireless tripple’ 

Easy as the rhyming ripple 
Of a shallow, singing spruit,® 

That works early hours and late. 

And gambols as it ambles 
In the sun. 


‘Chasing eland on the plains. 

When I drop my bridle-reins 
To lift my gun, Vos gallops on, 

Like a river in the sun. 

Like a river, strong and deep. 

That swerves along with steady sweep, 
Brightly gleaming, bravely streaming 
In me sun. 

‘And when near the wagon side 
On my Vos, I gaily ride, 

With young Sannic looking on, 

Who to me is moon and sun, 

Vos will arch his neck to tune 
With the curve of the new moon, 
And he cocks his flowing tail. 

Proud as eagle in flfll saik 
For, of course, the cunning horse 
Knows that Sannie’s looking on, 

In the sun.' 

®Frcan ‘trippd’ — quick amble. 

® Rivulet (spruit pronounced ‘spratc’). 
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Chotus: 

‘My spt)rting hoisc, my courting horse, 
Sv. ift and steady, ever ready ; 

My tiding horse, niy striding horse, 
Safe in battle, smart svith cattle; 

Ach, what kingdoms can be won 
With a horse and with a gun ! 

So 1 tide, with joy and pride, 

In the sun.’ 



ZULU WARItlOits' CHANT 

‘ ABISE, great black Vulture, 
xi- Dcvourer of other birds. 

Flap thy prodigious wings 
In the scorcliing &ce of the sun. 

And darken his dazzling eyeball. 

‘Thou art die mighty Elephant, 

Whose stupendous trunk 
Breaketh off spreading branches 
In the high forests of Heaven, 

Making the nesting stars 

Tremble and fell, like blossoms from a tree. 

‘Tliy voice is the crash of thunder 
Shaking the deep-rooted mountains 
Tike dry reeds in a raving wind. 

Thy breath is the curled snake of die lightning 
That destroys man and beast 
And sets the parched grass aBame. 

‘Thou art King of all Kin^, 

Sharper than the stabbing spear, 

Harder than die hardest stone — 

Nothing can hurt thee 

The fire-carriers cannot fight thee : 

All tibat come against thee 
Shall perish !’ 



‘AS THOSE TWEI.VE SPIES* 

AS those twelve spies, by Moses scut, returned 
xX With clustered grapes —those glowing grapes 
that shook 

Their globes of siuilight over Eschol’s brook; 

With smooth pomegranates that had slowly burned 
Through golden rind widx inner ruby fire ; 

And purple figs ; so to the camp there came 
Rerief’s two messengers who gladly bore 
Of tropic fruits a goodly and welcome store — 
Bananas brown and barred witli yellow flame 
Like the puff-adder’s coat (that serpent dire 
Wliicb backward strikes), with paw-paws, green 
As the bush-mamba’s skin of emerald sheen, 

A firuit whose inner gold to sight and taste 
Gives equal joy. 

The messengers in haste 
Gave, widi their offerings ambrosial. 

Glad tidiugs of Retiers great ride as well 
And his successful quest. Tlie camp went wild, 
Youtli laughed and danced and old age bobbed and 
smilra. 

Retief's young daughter on a rock near by 
Boldly inscribed in paint his cherished name; 

And fowent Smit, heedless of coughs and sighs 
From tired hearers, proceeded to sermonize. 

Reciting with the thunder of a lion — 

‘When the Lord turned the captivity of Sion!' 



‘magic circle’ 

S ometimes about tbc veld I’ve seen. 

Hitched high betwixt two thoni-trces green, 
A spider’s web, a lace-like snare, 

That quivered in the listless air. 

This gossamer-net to earthly eyes 
Twinned with the fuE-moon as to size, 

And, like a frailer moon, it shone 
With frosty glitter in the sun. 

This flimsiest of filmy tilings 
Was woven in concentric rings. 

Whose inner circles, deftly caught 
On radiating lines, were wrought 
Into a thing that dazzled thought: 

For never mortd hand or eye 
Could frame such fruitless symmetry, 

Such eye-delighting deviltry. 

Oft in such web may one behold 
An emerald spider, starred with gold, 

Who in the snare that he hath spun 
Takes a siesta in the sun; 

And, ere his forty winks are done. 

He dreams lewd dreams of luscious flies 
And midges of prodigious size — 

Grilled moths and crisp grasshopper-pies. 
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DIUCB tOR RETIiF 

F REt noM and power 
He craved and sought 
In deeds diat flower 
From die seeds of thought. 

And ever for his people and land he wrought. 

His aspiration, 

Early and late, 

Was to build a nation 
Unfettered and great — 

To establish a nation and to make a state. 

His splendid vision 
He followed still. 

Though of sour derision 
Oft poured his fill, 

Oft served with the charred crusts of ill-will. 

— Of die golden eagle 
That floats on high. 

Bird ofbirds most regal, 

Men seldom spy 

More than shadow on earth, black speck in the sky : 

Great spirits arc lonely 
And live unknown. 

For men see only 

Their shadows tiurown 

From Everests where they wander alone. — 

Lonely, unresting, 

He went his way, 

Resistlessly questing 

S " night and day 

e vision that beckoned, but would not stay. 
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Now eartJi’s toil over, 

From some new shore 
New plains he’ll discover, 

New peaks explore 

In lands untroubled by Time’s mute roar. 

But the feathers regal. 

The plumes of gold, 

Of this human eagle 
We may now behold — 

Hiey are Earth’s and oms, to have and to hold. 



‘min PAS'!* 

M tN pass like ckv'driips 
'1 hat III the monimg 
With nngs aiul hri inches 
Adorn the grass ; 

'I heir deeds hcrok , 

T injc-.ind-Jcatli scoming, 
Alt' finints un£iihng 
In } cars that pass. 

Men biitk to silence; 

But, hkc sweet music. 

Tin ir higli deeds haunt us, 
And echo on : 

Thus of their spirit 
May we inlierit — 

The deed still stirs us; 

The doer gone. 

Courage, first merit 
Of the"^ hnman spirit — 
Courage, endurance, 
Sclf^acrifice — 

Is one though threefold: 
Who saves self, loses; 

Who gives life, saves it, 
And never dies. 
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BPUOGUE 


T he rolling wheels arc still; the trek is done. 

No more the trekkers in the dawn-light blue 
Ride through the great grey plains of the Karro(j, 
Where each drab koppie, dazed by the rising sun, 

For a few tingling moments throbs and glows 
Widi die red lightnings of a bursting rose; 

No more in days of drought will dicy turn grave eyes 
And prayerful Hps toward die brazen skies ; 

The strong sun shall not smite them with his blaze, 
Nor the elvish moon enchant with foam-shot rays ; 
Swift storms shall bellow and crash by, unheard; 

Nor win the dew-song of some liidden bird 
Wake them to wonder at a world new-born. 

No more will they inspan in die flush of mom 
To toil across the never-ending veld, 

Or over some vast, rock-spiked mountain-belt 
To haul their magic wagons. Nevermore 
At daybreak wdl they trace the ftding spoor 
Of buck or beast; nor wffl the lion’s roar 
Or leopard’s snarl shatter their midnight sleep. 

No more on gahoping horses will they sweep 
Over harsh plains chasing the bufiftlo, 

Blesbok and eland, nor wid their bullets bring low 
The wing-foot springbok’s leaping loveliness. 

No more the dang of battle and me stress 
Of hording assegai and hovering death 
Stirs their brave hearts or quickens dieir stiU breath. 
No more when dusk comes with the whirring bat 
They’ll gather for the camp-fire’s song and (mat; 

And when sad night binds up day’s burning scars 
They’D dream no more beneadi a tsait of stars. 



Nof inirhle mnmifutnr', cnjijavcci with gofcl 
Would tiie gri it Vonrtrckki rs — ineii wise as hold — 
Ask IS iremond: rjthet would they 
Chaigc m, iu menion- of them, from day ts) day 
To guard the hotiour and the saercd dust 
Of this our Uoineland, given to us in trust, 

This Land now blest, mm blasted, by the sun, 

Where, vsitlt so niurh to do. so little’s done. 


They wouKi tint we, scorning soft ease, should toil 
With brain and liand to save t>ur precious soil 
From rape of raiding Hoods that ruthlessly 
Carry its riches to the sterile sea— 

From slow, unheeded hosts of noxious weed 
That, grimly creeping on from j'car to year. 

Render vast regions barren to the need 
Of man and beast — from locust-6warms that rust 
The sinning sky and fall like wind-blown dust 
On glad green fields, leaving them brown and bare 
And joyless as a scorched S;maran plain. 

They would that wc should capture and enchain 
The sudden Hoods of devastating rain. 

That sweep across our cracked and blistered earth. 
And storing them should save from torturing dearth 
Our thirst-racked land — ^starring the broad Karroo 
With Haslung lakes of water sweet as dew. 

They would tiut wc should help our brothers too, 
Who, pressed by powers of drought, disease and blight. 
Strove through long years, but worsted in the fight 
Have fallen to paralysing poverty — 

Bedfellow of despair, harsh as the sea 
And chcarless as the blank Siberian snows. 

They would that we should raise and ’stablish those 
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Wlio by the spell, stronger than Circe’s wine, 

Of sorcerer-suns that with fierce beauty shine 
Have been debased and drugged to vile repose. 
Sapped of vitality, quenched of the gleam 
Of saving hope, blinded to beauty’s dream. 

They would that we should be both kind and just 
To the Dark Man, who is to us a trust 
And not a ‘burden’; nor in turn should wc 
A load upon his tod-bent shoulders be, 

But give him light and opportunity. 

Spur him with hope and speed him witlt goodwill, 
That he may struggle up the painful hill 
Of progress, and with head and heart and hand 
Stand forth a worthier son of his ancestral laud. 
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J (U StNSdIS’t LAND 

B ii/f. skicv burning above 

LeaglH^ of brown earth and sand; 
Tiiis is fhr land that ■vve cherish and love, 
This 3s ilic Sunshine Land. 


'1 he grim Karroo is ours : 

Whose barien sunbumt plains 
Melt siukicjily into .1 mist of Sowers 
After long-waited rains : 


Whose hoarded glories unclose, 

At dawn and (toy’s decline, 

Wlien sombre koppics are isles of rose 
In seas of amber wine. 

Our Dragon Peaks that rise 
Vast bulows fisamed with cloud — 
Surge, imnnwably, to the sky’s 
Shores serene and proud. 

No mad tyrants enslave 
This land, unfettered arc we. 

Free as the wind on the veld, or the wave 
That feills the skirts of the sea. 

Here amid infinite space 
May mind and spirit expand, 

Making us worthy of time and a place 
In this our Sunshine Land 
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Her silence sings to the soul: 

She beckons widi unseen hand 
When surly seas bellow and roE 
’Twixt us and her bright strand. 

Unto this earth we own, 

Love, and serve while we live, 

Our blood and bone for fountam and stone 
After life shall we give. 

1937-8 
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NOTES 




NOTES 


I. Lohola {Vhulohk)* A custom common amongst the Natives of 
South Africa; is a c<mtEact between a father and the intending husband 
< if his daughter, by uhkh the former gives, his consent to the marriage, 
and undertakes to protect his daugirtei in case of necessity, either during 
or after such marriage, and by which in letum he obtains firoin the 
husband valuable consideration (usually several head of cattle) partly 
for sucli consent and partly as a guarantee by the husband of his good 
conduct towards his wife. The cattle so tendered arc known as ikazi 
or lobok. 

a. I Rklweck, Johan. Established a Dutch Settlement at the Cape 
of Good Hope on behalf of the Dutch East India Company in 1653, 
and w«is its Commander for ten years. 

3. Woltmade, Wolraad. Hie following is an extract from ThcaTs 
History of South A frica^ *Therc were five Indiamen in Table Bay on the 
tst Jmic T773, when a gale from the north-west set in. A little after 
dawn, one of diem-— the outward-bound ship, Jonge Thomas^vras 
driven from her anchors and cast upon tie beach beyond the mouth of 
the Salt River. It was seen that the wreck could not hold together long, 
but for some time nodung was done to save tie crew. In the course of 
the morning, however, a dairyman named Wolraad Woltemadc visited 
the scene of die disaster. Woltemade, who was mounted on a powerful 
horse, dashed him the breakers and reached the ship's side* With two 
man holding to die horse's tail he returned to the shore, and this feat he 
repeated until he had saved fourteen of die crew. In ike next venture 
he was swept under a breaker and was drowned/ 

4. Stewartj Janm. Missionary. (Bom in Edinburgh, 1831.) Under 
the mfluence of Livingstone's Missiottofy Travels^ chose Africa for his 
field. He visited the Zambesi in iS^x-z in the hope of founding a 
Central African Mission, but conditions were unfavourable. In 1867 he 
joined the staff of Lovedale, South Aftica, where three years later he 
became Frindpal, and feom diere he founded BlythswooJ. In 1874 he 
was in Britain when die news of Livingstone's death was received, and 
in the great pubKc interest that fofiowed succeeded in establidiing the 
Livingstonk Mission on Lake Nyassa, and spent some montfas there 
before handing over to Dr. Laws. He remained Principal of Lovedalc 
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until his deati in 1905, proving though and through the possibiHty of 
a Christian civilization for the African peoples. 


< Settkrs' Chfchyarl The churchyard referred to in ti^ poem is at 
Graimnstown. the capital of the Eastern Province. Grahamstown is 
™c of the most beaut*! towns in South Africa, and is generally spok^ 
of as the ‘City of Saints’ because of its numerous lurches, or as the 
‘Seders’ City’ owing to its connexion vnth the Bntish seders of i8zo. 
Many of these seders, togeder with ofiiccrs and men who fought m 
the early Kaffir wars, ate buried in this churchyard. 
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